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fp smartness personified—these intriguing 
new Tre-Jur compacts with their brilliant color 
and chic new oblong shape. And such wonderful pow- 

7) der, too. Soft, clinging, exquisitely fragrant, it blends 
marvelously with the skin, delightfully accentuating all 


its natural loveliness. Comes in flesh, rachel or the fash- 
ionable new Southern Tan. Refills always obtainable. 
You may choose the case in red, blue, green or 
black—colors that match or harmonize with every 


ensemble, And the price? Amazingly low—just 50c 
single, $1.00 double with both powder and rouge. 


If your dealer cannot supply you, order direct, 
enclosing price and specifying color of case and 
shade of powder desired. Address House of 
Tre-Jur, Inc., 19 West 18th Street, New York City. 
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SMART SET—ADVERTISING SECTION 


Wour [First 
FRENCH 
LESSONS 


If you are interested 
in acquiring a usable 
knowledge of the French 
language in the shortest 
possible time, mail the 
coupon at once! This 
offer cannot be held 
open indefinitely. The 
first cwo lessons will be 
free only for the dura- 
tion of this cial In- 
troductory Offer. If you 
are at all interested act 


ow the famous house of Hugo offers to prove without cost to 
N you that you can learn French this easy way in record time. 

Now youcan satisfy that craving to KNOW whether or not 
the most valuable second language in the world can be mastered in 
your leisure at home without a teacher. 


As the American representatives of this great foreign language In- 
stitute, we will send absolutely free, for you to keep for all cime 
without a penny of cost, the first two lessons of Hugo’s FRENCH- 
AT-SIGHT complete—just as you would receive them if you paid 
cash in full for the course. 


For years this system of foreign language instruction has aided 
European and American business and professional men. Thousands 
have acquired a facile working knowledge of French through chis 
easy, rapid method. Thousands have paid the original price—much 
more than is now asked—for the complete twenty-four lesson course. 


Now, for the first time, you can test the first two lessons abso- 
lutely free. You can be certain of the meric of this system before you 
spend a penny. 

The success and world-wide fame of Hugo’s FRENCH-AT- 
SIGHT have been attained because of its naturalness and the ease 
of its mastery. Instead of starting your study with conjugations and 
tedious rules of grammar, you begin from the first page of LESSON 
ONE to speak perfect, usable French sentences with the proper 


native accent. 


A knowledge of French has become so much a part of culcured life 
here in America that one need not be planning a trip abroad to see 
many immediate uses for that knowledge. Traveling, of course, it 
becomes an utter necessity. 


Mail the coupon at once for your free sample lessons of this effi- 
cient short-cut to usable French. Examine them at your leisure, read 
a few pages and enjoy che fun of learning without effort. Try the key 
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now, It costs nothing. 


to pronunciation—sce how many French words you already know. 
Then, after five days, if you do not wish to continue the course the 
experiment has cost you nothing. 


Hugo’s Famous FRENCH-AT-SIGHT 
at the Lowest Price in History 


If you do wish co finish the rest of the twenty-four lessons, you send 
only $1.85 first payment and $2 per month—while you are learning 
—for four consecutive months. If you prefer to pay cash in full after 
you have seen the sample lessons you can save one dollar by remitting 
$8.85 in full payment. 

The coupon will bring you che first two lessons complete, abso- 
lucely FREE! Mail ic tonight! 


DOUBLEDAY DORAN & CO., Inc. 
Garden City Dept. F-9310 New York 
Doustepay, Doran & Co., Inc., Dept. F-9310 
Garpen Crry, New York. 


You may send me the first wo lessons of Hugo’s FRENCH- 
AT-SIGHT absolutely free. If I decide to continue the course I 
will send $1.85 within a week and $2 per month for four con- 
secutive months. If | do not want co continue che course | will 
keep the first lessons without charge. 
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Now First Published 
Completely New 


ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA 


Nex in plan and purpose—entirely recast 


le 


from cover to cover—the new Fourteenth 

Edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica 
is ready. This is the superb “humanized” Britan- 
8 nica which has captured the attention of the 
whole civilized world. 

Three years of intensive effort—the co-opera- 
tion of 3,500 of the world’s foremost authorities 
1 —the expenditure of more than $2,000,000 
before a single volume was printed—these are 


65 ‘ » 
? merely a few high lights in the preparation of 
the new Fourteenth Edition. 
66 This handsome bookcase table, made of 
The Last Word in genuine Brown Mahogany, is included 
Encyclopaedia Perfection with every set of the new Britannica. 
68 This new Britannica immediately takes its place 
as the one pre-eminent American 
72 work of reference—the last word {~ bas from the presses. You owe it to your- 
in encyclopaedia perfection. Note these facts to further 
Never has there been assembled a this magniiicent series of volumes. 
74 together in one enterprise such a 
wealth of learning as is represented eee ped Mi, an Extremely Low Price 
76 by great And due to the economies of mass 
il Over 15,000 production, the price is low 
i —the lowest in fact at which a com- 
77 the great industries, all the pastimes Superb Illustrations. pletely new edition has been offered 
have contributed to the mighty sum. Greatest Knowledge for two generations! Easy payments, if 
110 Knowledge for All Book Ever Produced. desired—a deposit of only $5 brings 
, . . the complete set with bookcase table 
It is a law library for the lawyer, a Written by 3,500 of to your home. 
” medical digest for the doctor, a uni- the World’s Most 
versal history for the historian, a com- . aa: 
mercial university for the business Em Send for FREE Booklet 
man—and a compendium ofall the arts Remember this isa book. We have just prepared a hendoome 56-page 
i erag b Only a small amount text— et containing numerous color plates, maps, 
~ Keen prep or the av e sender material which could not be etc., from the new edition and giving full infor- 
Here is “the cosmos between cow improved in any way—has been mation about it, together with full details of 
ers.” The whole whirling universe is retained from previous editions. bindings, the present low prices and easy pay- 
brought within your grasp, obedient ~¥ a copy free and 
FF to your hand. 
The demand is great—you should act 
4 Nothing is too profound to baffle it, vance, All the world’s treasures of art onsatathe @ cenngetiaehannaedens 
and nothing too familiar to escape its and photography have been laidunder (0. of the first printing on the present 
informing touch. And on every sub- tribute toadornand illuminatethetext. ¢,yorable terms. Just fill in the handy 
“16 ject it speaks with the same finality “The most exciting book of 1929,” coupon and mail it today. 
and authority. asserts a leading critic, 
36 All the World’s Treasures ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA, Inc. 
of Art and Illustration This is a Britannica 342 Madison Avenue, New York City. 
96 Please send me by return mail, without any obligation 


Among the many new features that 
will astonish and delight everyone that 
turns these pages is the wealth and 
beauty of the illustrations. This fea- 


ture alone marks a tremendous ad- 


year! Here is your op- 
portunity to join the 
thousands who will buy 
this new edition, now, 


while it is new—fresh ie 


>| 
MAIL this Coupon TODAY L°° 
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on my part, your 56-page illustrated booklet describing the 
new Fourteenth Edition of the Britannica together with 
full information concerning bindings, low price offer and 
easy terms of payments. 
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Everybody else 
had known the 
truth for months 


By Carolyn Haines 


T always begins—and ends 

—the same way. That’s 
the pity of it. 

Usually just a little less 
self-assurance—her romance 
would have endured. Anda 
deadly, unforgiveable hurt 
avoided. 

She becomes neglectful of her 
appearance. And forgets that a man 
has his—memories. And his—ideals. 

There is nothing that more quickly 
steals the appeal from a woman than 
a complexion—neglected—unhealthy. 

Unhealthy? 

Yes, that is exactly the trouble 
with the skin when its softness, its 
smoothness, its freshness begins to 
vanish. 

simple warning that she 

is impatient with our attempts 
to defy her. She notifies us by means 
of oily noses, blackheads, enlarged 
pores, little lines, extraordinary dry- 
ness, pimples and similar eruptions 
that we are on the very border line of 
lost attractiveness. 

But she will do no more. We have 
to find for ourselves what measures 
to take—what correctives to use. 

For the past nine years now this 
has been a simple matter. 

Virtually every great personage of 
screen and stage, and thousands of 
less prominence, place the entire re- 
sponsibility for preserving and restor- 
ing their beauty upon one unique 
treatment— 


Boncilla Clasmic Pack. 

Not a fac, nota “‘clay”’such as many 
have tried disappointedly, Boncilla 
Clasmic Pack has an extraordinary 
cleansing and invigorating action on 
the skin. Demand for it, from the 
knowing, was never so great as today. 


You simply spread it on your face, 
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SHE HAD NEVER EVEN 
SUSPECTED 


neck and shoulders. 
And, at once, you | 
literally feel it draw- 
ing out all the im- 

purities that mar, 

gently cleansing the 
pores to their depths. So that they 
actually tingle with a rejuvenating 
stimulation. Leaving the skin with 
both the feeling and the appearance 
of a fitness it has not known perhaps 
for years. 


_ for yourself. See exactly what 

one thirty minute Boncilla Clas- 
mic Pack treatment that you can give 
yourself at home—while in your tub 
—or while resting or reading—will 
do for your skin. What new glory 
and fascination it will give you. 
Surprise all who know you with the 
new allurement of a glowing, healthy 
and firm complexion that neither 
muscle-stretching massage nor con- 
cealing cosmetics can duplicate. 


Begin tonight. At drug stores and 
toiletry counters, Boncilla Clasmic 
Pack is obtainable in tubes at 50c 
and $1; in jars, $3.50. Improvement 
must take place or Boncilla’s makers 
will refund your money. Americans, 
world traveling, will find Boncilla 
Clasmic Pack in original trade- 
marked packages, in smart shops and 
beauty salons in all principal cities of 
Europe, South America, South Africa 
and the Orient. Boncilla Laboratories, 
Inc., 103 Park Ave., New York. 
Branches in Paris, London, Toronto. 


Lavghter Lines 


“W hat did you buy?’ 


gs “Nothing I looking at 
some dresses.” 
He: “You don’t need any dresses.” 
Sue: “No, of course but a 
| girls are wearing them!” 
—Ohio State Sun Dial. 


was 


| 
| 


not, lot of 


Vassar: “No, my dear, I’ve never liked 
Algernon since the morning he tried to kiss 
me. 

Rapcuirre: “To kiss you!” 

Vassar: “Yes.” 

RapciirFe: dear, in the morning!” 

—Lampoon. 


Younc Man: “Sir, I’m in love with your 
| wife and I would like to marry her if you'll 
| as 
| get a divorce. Are you going to shoot me?” 
| Tae Orner Gent: “Yes, if you change 
| your mind.” 


—Brown Jug. 


Once upon a time a man got up early one 
Sunday morning to let the iceman in, and 
not being able to find his bath robe he 
slipped on his wife’s kimono. When he 
opened the door he was greeted by a nice 
big kiss by the iceman. And the only way 
he could figure it out was that the iceman’s 
| wife had a kimono just like the one he 
had on. 


—V. P. 1. Skipper. 


Two seasick passengers on a liner at- 
tempted to forget their plight by asking 
each other riddles. 

“What has three eyes and walks 
wards?” asked the first. 

“I guess I have to give up,” 
other, dashing for the rail! 

—Temple Owl. 


back- 


said the 


Poet (greatly agitated): “Dash it, Eu- 
stace must have thrown that last sonnet in 
the fire.” 

Wire (soothingly): “Don’t be absurd, 
dear, the child can’t read yet.” 

—Malteaser. 


“I hear your sister ran away with the 


chauffeur.” 
“Yeah, it was too bad. He was a good 


chauffeur.” 


| Acep “roressor: “Have you anything for 
| gray hair?” 
Conscientious Druccist: “Nothing but 


the greatest respect, sir.” : 
—Scarlet Saint. 


“When you proposed, did you tell her you 
were unworthy of her?” 
“Yes, and she agreed.” 
—Brown Bull. 
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Girls, Don't 
Day 


Get Started In 
Commercial Art Now! 


UNDREDS OF GIRLS are enjoying success in Commercial Art today simply because they could 
H see the wonderful opportunities that awaited them after they had the proper training in drawing. 
They didn’t day dream about it—they ¢rained their natural ability and love for drawing, and now, 
instead of drudging along at the same old monotonous job day in and day out, they are making fine incomes 
of $2000, $4000, $5000, $6000 a year, and even more. They are doing the work they like best, 
in pleasant, congenial surroundings. They are successfu/ in their chosen careers. 


Let the Federal School Train You . 
This Modern, Quick Way 


If you like to draw, the Federal School Course will quickly develop your natural 
ability and start you on the road to a good income, perhaps to fame and fortune. 
The leading artists of the country have contributed many lessons, and you get 
personal, individual criticisms on all your drawings. Start training at once in your 
spare time at home, and soon you may be earning real money. Some Federal 
students have made more than enough to pay for their entire course even before 


they finished it! Read what these girls have done. 


Federal Students Are Successful 


“T just re- 
ceived an- 
other check 
from Louis- 
ville, and an 
offer of a 
position 
I am not mean- 


there. 
ing to boast but the 
School got me this po- 
sition.” 

Grace Dunham 


Don’t Delay 


“The Fed- 
eral Schools 
have the real 
method of 
teaching the 
fundamen- 
tals of Art 

in such a way that your 
talent unfolds in spite of 
itself, in their hands.” 


Donna H. Barrick 


“The Fed- 
eral Course 
taught 
me how to 
do the kind 
of work that 
business 
men want and pay for. 
It was a great help in se- 
curing a position in a 
big department store.” 

Ruth Knebel 


Get Started Now 


Send for Free Book, “Your Future” 


Are you going to be a day dreamer or will you make a success 
in Commercial Art? Thousands of girls have become successful 
and you may too. Send the coupon for our FREE book, “Your 
Future” ,—it tells all about the Federal School Course and what 


it will do for YOU. 


1692 Federal Schools Bldg., Minneapolis, Minn. 
Please send me your FREE Book, “Your Future”. 


Present 
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Smart Set Six Months $1 


To give you a chance to get acquainted with SMART SET, we 
offer a special reduced price for a half-year subscription—six 
months for $1. 

We know that if you read the magazine that long you will not 
willingly be without it thereafter. For besides SMART SET’s 
vital stories, the made-to-order fiction of the average magazine 
will seem pale. 


The Young Woman’s Magazine 

SMART Ser is the first and only magazine ever published en- 
tirely for young women. 

It brings you the zippiest fiction entertainment printed in amy 
magazine—stories and novels of girls like yourself—stories of 
love and mystery, humor, adventure, romance—full-length 
novels of big towns and small ones, of life in business, in 
society, on the stage and the studio—life as lived by men and 
young women of today! 

And in addition, from month to month SMART SeT shows 
you how to increase your charm, how to dress to bring out 
your good points, how to choose a career and succeed in it—a 
world of useful information on clothes, make-up, business, and 
all the other interests of modern American young women. 


Don’t Delay—<Act Today! 
Pin a single dollar bill to the coupon below and mail it in at 
once. You will save 50c.—and you'll get more fun, informa- 
tion, help, amusement, entertainment and value than a dollar 
ever brought you before! It’s a promise. 


SMART SET, 221 West 57th Street, New York, N. Y. SS. 10-29-6 Mos. 


YES, I want SMART SET for the next six months. [J I enclose $1. {J I will remit $1 when billed. 
Name....... 


Regular subscription price SMART SET $3 a year; Canadian postage 25c. extra for six months; Foreign postage 
SOc. extra for six months. 
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You 
CAN 


NO 


Pay Your Bills! 


AND HAVE MONEY TO SPARE 


with a steady income 
for the rest of your life 


if you will take care of my business in 
your locality. No experience needed. 
Pleasant, easy work, can be handled in 
spare or full time. 


No Investment Needed 


I furnish all capital—I set you up in 
business, advertise you, and do every- 
thing to make you my successful and 
respected partner in your locality. I 
will make you my partner in my fast 
growing, established business—but I 
don’t ask you to invest a single penny in 
merchandise. Everything is furnished to 
you FREE—just look after the business 
in your locality and we will split all the 
money 50-50! 

Partner may be either man or woman. 
All I ask is that you have ambition and 


can devote a few hours each day to dis- 
tributing my famous products to friends 
and a list of established customers. 
High grade food products, teas, coffee, 
spices, extracts, things people must have 
to live. 


Your Groceries at 
Wholesale 


As my partner I furnish your groceries 
at wholesale—I do everything to see 
that my partners get all the advantages 
of Big Business. Big FREE supply 
contains over 32 full size packages of 
highest quality products. Choose all 
your groceries, at wholesale, from my 
big list of over 300 home necessities. 
Quality backed by $25,000.00 bond. 


I Show You Easy Way to Make 


$15 a Day Steady Income 


Look 


$36.47 IN HOUR AND HALF 
Mrs. 8. M. Jones, mother of four, made 
$36.47 first 1% hours. Working only 2 
half days a week made $2,000 _ brofit in 
few months. 


a IN SPARE TIME 
Cc. iner, Iowa, made $200 in spare 
5d His fi 


time bie first | ays. is first 4 days 
brought him $74 profit. 

“$15 A DAY EASY” 
Says W. Skiles, Pa., ‘‘I have made $15. 
in only 2 hours. In addition to a bie 
steady income he says, ““You have given 
me $1 457 worth of gifts, checks and 
prizes.’ 


BURNED MORTGAGE ON HOME 


Rev. MecMurphy, Alabama, tells how Van 
brought him from poverty to a mortgage- 
free home, new car and financial indepen- 
dence. 

You too can be free from money 
worries for life —send the coupon. 


Chrysler Coach 


COST TO YOU 


I don’t want you to take any chances. 
I give you a GUARANTEE that is the 
talk of the entire industry. This is the 
most amazing guarantee ever made. 
I can make this guarantee because I 
know you can do as well as my other 
partners whose letters are shown on 
this page. 


I'll Furnish You With 
New Chrysler Coach 


I offer every one of my partners a new 
Chrysler Coach as soon as they come 
with me. I want my partners to be pros- 
perous and look prosperous to gain 
respect from everyone in their localities. 
That’s why I will offer you ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE this brand new 
Chrysler Coach to use in your busi- 
ness. This is no contest! It is yours to 

keep just as soon as you show me you 

are in earnest. Send coupon today. 
This wonderful, new, easy way 
WITHOUT to make big 
money and have a 
growing business 
of your own is 


C. W. Van de ny 
President and Gen. Mer. 


Cincinnati 


THE HEALTH-O QUALITY 
PRODUCTS CO. 


Department 1083-KK 
Health-O Bldg. 


sweeping America. Thousands of men 
have found my proposition a way to 
double and triple their incomes—hun- 
dreds of busy housewives have started 
as my partners in a few spare hours a 
day and are earning from $25 to $50 a 
week just in spare time. One house- 
wife writes, “I earn, in my spare hours, 
more money than my husband.” 


I Do Everything to 

Help My Partners 

Besides going 50-50 with my part- 
ners on profits I WILL FURNISH 
YOUR HOME with hundreds of 
wonderful premiums, including pianos, 
living room sets, etc., that I give as 
premiums. Send coupon at once for 
my signed GUARANTEE which pro- 
tects you against loss and assures you 
$100.00 a week for full time or $3.00 
per hour for spare-time work. 


Dept. 1083-KK 
Health-O Bidg., Cincinnati, Ohie 
Without obligation on my part, 

at once application for 
territory, details of partnership, 
ee food products offer. 


Address 


YOU STEP UP TO A BIG JOB WHEN YOU MAIL THIS COUPON 


©1929, by C. W. V.D.M. 


City aban State.... 
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MISS EDNA PETERS. 


home the honors. 


Callot model worn by Miss Peters. Set 


with two lovely diamonds ....... $75 
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brewed 


. winner of the Typical American Girl contest . . . . brings 


Lucien Lelong model of the ELGIN Paris- 
. one of six by Lelong . . $35 


ienne Series . . 


Lp... to 


When Edna left Miami for New York she 
took with her a charming smile, a grand 
personality, the good wishes of her towns- 
folk, and the dream that maybe she’d win 


the contest. 


And she took all of them back with her in- 
cluding the dream come true . . . and still 


something else besides. 


A beautiful present from the publishers of 
Smart Set, to commemorate the great event. 


An ELGIN Parisienne watch, diamond-set. 
Designed in Paris by the famous fashion 
house of Callot Soeurs . . . Paris come to 


Miami sparkling on Edna’s wrist. 


For just as Smart Set went to every corner 
of the country to find the girl, so did 
ELGIN go to every corner of the world to 
find the smartest style for bracelet watches. 
And decided on Paris, of course, the world 


capital of feminine fashions. 


What a combination! ELGIN accuracy, 
timekeeping, reliability. . . and the styles 
of Paris. And in this particular case, what 
a still nicer combination . . . Edna, Elgin, 
and Paris. The Typical American Girl; the 


Typical American Watch. 


Now, of course, you needn't be a contest 
winner to wear an ELGIN Parisienne 
Watch. In fact you can find the very watch 
worn by the Typical American Girl at your 
nearest ELGIN jeweler. And this is only 
one of many exquisite ELGINS he has in 
stock. Parisiennes in diamond-set cases 
at $75 and in plain and enamelled cases at 
$35. And other ELGINS from the simplest 
sports watch to the formal blaze of 42 
diamonds at $500. 


© ELGIN, 1929. ELGIN WATCHES ARE AMERICAN MADE. ALL PRICES SLIGHTLY HIGHER IN CANADA. WATCH SHOWN IS APPROXIMATELY 1/10 REDUCTION. 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMart Set MacazIne 


4 
i — — 
4 
Al 


ION. 


Smart Set’s 


Hall of Feminine Fame 


THE COVER ARTIST 


| Dehn your real talent, then go ahead. So counsel the eight success- 
ful young women pictured this month. Neysa McMein, above, 
wanted to act. Drawing hats at fifteen dollars a week, she gave up the job to 
go into vaudeville. But when the act reached Broadway, Neysa got fired. 
She went back to drawing. Today she is one of our highest-priced cover artists 
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THE RUG MAKER 


ARCELLE DULAC is an- 
other girl who discovered 

a road to fortune most accidental- 
ly. Ever since childhood, Marcelle 
has wanted to be a dancer. She 
studied first in her native France, 
then in New York. While wait- 
ing for fame, she made her own 
costumes, rugs and room furnish- 
ings merely to save money. 
Friends admired her modernistic 
rugs so greatly she offered to sell 
them. At once her customers be- 
came so numerous and her prices 
so alluring that she opened a rug 
factory. However, dancing is 
still her real love, Marcelle insists 
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THE 
STOCK BROKER 


OBODY had to tell Florence Doyle what 

she wanted to do. She knew. She 
wanted to make money. Typing in a Wall 
Street office, she majored in bulls, bears and 
ticker gymnastics. The boss told her to waste 
her savings on paper and not to dabble in the 
market. Three months later, she showed him 
how his own profits could have been doubled. 
After that he paid for her advice. Next, she 
branched out independently. Now this Carolina 
girl directs the first all-female stock exchange 
office. Study plus intuition is her success secret 
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THE SALES MANAGER 


TENOGRAPHY is a ready made road to achievement for a clever 
girl. Here's another fair candidate who proves that. Still in her early 
twenties, Ruth Weissblum now answers to the impressive title of East- 
ern Sales Manager for one of the country’s largest luggage concerns. 
She began as stenographer in a millinery store with the idea of picking 
up designing. Getting no encouragement, she went to another concern 
where she got a chance selling. She realized selling was her real talent 
and won rapid recognition in a field where few women are leaders 
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THE INTERNATIONALIST 


TART with beauty and genius and add superlatives and still words 
fail to explain Therese Bonney’s international success. American- 
born, the most brilliant student at the University of California and then 
at the Sorbonne in Paris, Therese jumped from teaching French verbs to 
making the first news photographs in Paris. That put her in touch with 
the art world. Now from her Paris office she handles modern art in all 
its myriad forms for exportation and exhibition in America. For diver- 
sion she writes guide books. Her income would stagger a bank president 
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THE 
MODEL MAKER 


Acaln distinction comes along a sidetrack. 

Ever since young New Jersey-born Mar- 
garet Brown could remember, she was determined 
to be a sculptor. But she expected years of hard 
work and study before even the mildest flurry of 
success arrived. To bridge over the expensive 
training, she made models from architects’ draw- 
ings, working with soap, wax and plaster. Soon 
she found herself a specialist in this line and the 
modernistic beehive airport model, shown in the 
above picture, is one that won her a national prize 
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THE 
VARNISH MANUFACTURER 


‘Tt! manufacture of varnish is hardly an occupa- 

tion a girl would naturally choose. But Sara 
Barclay DeForeest found it quite simple to advance 
from making old-fashioned strawberry shortcakes 
to boiling varnish. Starting with astore where she 
sold pine tree products, she devoted part of her 
time to supervising a small varnish factory. This 
was, at first, her hobby, then her sideline and finally 
her trade. In addition, Mrs. DeForeest is president 
of the Brooklyn Council of Campfire Girls and a 
leader among our business and professional women 


International 
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THE COPY WRITER 


EAUTIFUL Dorothy Berry did a lot of traveling before she found her 
goal. Born in Canada, she spent her early life in England, traveled 

on the Continent and finally came to this country eight years ago. 
American advertising methods fascinated her and she wanted to master 
them. The only opening was a stenographic position which she quickly 
seized. After two years of typing for one of the largest agencies, she 
was promoted to the art department. A year later she got her chance at 
handling a cosmetic account. Today she is a copy expert of first rank 
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Letters 


Women 


Young 
Write 


to Me 


The First Job 


" Y LAST vacation is over,” read a letter that came 
to me this morning, “and when I say ‘over’ I 
mean just that. For I’m taking my first job this 
month—and from now on my vacations will be 

measured by one week and two week intervals. 

“I wonder if every girl feels as I do when it is time for her 
to go to work? I’ve had school in the winter and camp in the 
summer for so long. And now that it is time for me to do my 
part, financially—for I have younger brothers and sisters who 
deserve their share of schooling and of camps—I have a 
strange, lost feeling. A feeling that youth and fun are over. 
And that life is closing in on me. 

“T hate to start off, in an office, with this sense of depres- 
sion. For I’m not lazy—I don’t 
dread work! It’s just that I’m 
afraid of the thing that work 
stands for. 

“I feel as if I’ve reached the 
end of the summer—and as if 
there won't ever be another 
summer!” 


SUPPOSE that every young 

girl, starting off upon a busi- 
ness career, has this moment of 
doubt, this sensation of disaster. 
For the first job creates a defi- 
nite break—it does build a 
barrier between care-free youth 
and responsibility. 

The first job does mark the 
end of long vacations—that is 
very true. But it is equally true 
that an initial entrance into the 
business world is the beginning 
of a phase of life that is per- 
haps more thrilling than ex- 
treme youth—that holds more 
of breath-taking interest than 
any vacation could hold! 

Business is a great, fascinating 


game. A game that compensates one for long hours and lost 
vacations. It is a game made up of romance and adventure 
and excitement—as well as work. It is a game which has a 
given set of rules—but in which new rules are, hourly, being 
made. It is a game that puts a player on her own mettle and 
her own honor. 


HE FIRST job is the beginning of the game. It is the 

starting point. And though youth often moves, re- 
luctantly, toward that starting point, youth is sure to acquire 
momentum. The game, itself, creates that. 

I am never very sorry for the girl who finds it necessary 
to leave vacationland and enter an office. If she has the right 
stuff in her heart—and her brain 
—she will find that work can 
be quite as absorbing as play. 


OUTH looks back, across 

a pathway of dreams, at the 
end of the summer. Remem- 
bering the golden hours on the 
beach, the starlit evenings in a 
canoe. Hearing the lilt of dance 
music, and the murmur of 
mirth. 

But youth should, instead, 
look forward. To the autumn 
and the winter. To the work 
that lies ahead—and the pleas- 
ure and satisfaction that it will 
bring. To the work that will 
respond to your mood and your 
newly discovered abilities. 

Looking back provides the 
soul with fragrant memories. 
But looking forward—looking 
forward eagerly—paves the way 
for achievement. 


MarGaret E. SANGSTER 


H. Armstrong Roberts 
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NN moved along, slowly and gracefully, on her 
father’s arm. She was very calm. Somehow the ex- 
citement she was causing rather amused her. It was 
a story-book wedding—she was a story-book bride 
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If You're Pretty Enough and Clever Enough There's 
No Reason Why Anything Should Cramp Your Style 
—Even Marriage. That Was Ann’s Philosophy of Life 


By 
BAILY 


F. E. 


Illustrations by AUSTIN JEWELL 


HE girl in the green evening gown postured and swayed 
before her long mirror. The girl in the gray flannel 
coat and skirt standing near the fireplace made an 
artist’s impersonal survey. The fact that she owned 
no such frock although she worshipped beautiful clothes, made 
no difference. She only said: 
“Of course, it’s a marvel. I love Audoux’s line. You ought 
to make history in that, Ann.” 
“Secret history preferred,” Ann Cosway answered. She 
slipped off the green frock and sat down on the edge of the 
be 


d. 

All around brooded the hallowed peace of Queen Anne’s 
Gate, an aristocratic backwater, sanctified by wealth and seclu- 
sion. The bay window of the room looked over St. James's 
Park, now a blur of delicate spring green. The shadow of 
Buckingham Palace touched the Cosways with its mighty 
fringe; the Foreign Office, whose destinies Arthur Cosway ad- 
vanced in a very senior capacity, spread over them its in- 
effable wings. 

Ann, with her daring beauty and the supreme indifference of 
modern twenty-two, cared little for all this. As far as she 
was concerned, men always had been and always would be the 
raw material of success. She flicked her cigarette ashes and 
went on: 

“Well, Peggy, time’s getting short. In rather more than 
twenty-four hours I shall have been married, joined the vast 
monotony of married women and left my girlhood behind me. 
Have you no last words to suit the occasion? It’s a brides- 
maid’s privilege to be frank.” 

Peggy Dangerfield, who drew pictures for a living, paused 
to conceive once more the girl’s bedroom, lovely in the per- 
fect simplicity that only money can buy. The sunlight of a 
late May afternoon streamed in on the very flower of an 
expensive trousseau: gowns bearing the signature of great 
couturiers, thinnest silk stockings, hats more significant than a 
royal crown, and little trivial, heart-breaking shoes. On the 
low bed, Ann Cosway, an imminent bride, sat smoking calmly 
and inviting comment. 

“Tt’s half-past six, Peggy, and we dine at eight.” 

“Rochester Flint would love to paint you like that,” Peggy 
blurted out irrelevantly. 

“Tt wouldn’t be decent. Besides he may be a great painter 
but he doesn’t thrill me. I like men washed and polished. 
You and he have an interest in common, so you don’t mind 
if he looks and behaves like a bear. Never mind Rochester 
Flint. Talk about me.” 

A smile lit up Peggy’s small, grave face, almost dead white 
against black hair and lit by stormy dark eyes. 

“You, my dear? You've always been rich and you'll always 
be rich. Greville isn’t a millionaire but he’s rich enough. 
You'll always be lovely and you'll go on playing with fire.” 


“Heaven send there'll be fire to play with after the knot’s 
tied. I’m a child of wrath, Peggy. I’m tall and slim, and 
lazy and hopelessly improper. You're small and gypsyish and 
consumed by inward fires. I’d rather consume others than 
be consumed any day. You'll struggle for fame and suffer on 
account of others because you're the daughter of a younger 
son who was broke like all younger sons. I was sired by the 
heir and I propose to revel in luxury all my life.” 

“Where does Greville come into all this?” 

“He comes and goes very softly.” 

“Greville’s been run after a good deal and these eligible 
bachelors aren’t used to hiding their light under a bushel, Ann.” 

Ann sighed. “Don’t you think in these early, impression- 
able days when his emotions make him as clay in the hands 
of the sculptor I can bring him permanently into subjection?” 

“It depends on the man.” 

“She still thinks of Rochester Flint, the sheik of the studios,” 
said Ann. “Darling, your little toil-worn hands and your 
mind, torn between your work and your love affairs, don’t 
understand what we prides of the harem can accomplish. I’m 
a specialist, a Rochester Flint, in my own line.” 

“Then why ask me to say a few last words?” 

“Partly because I hoped you’d give me some good advice 
so that I could ignore it. There’s nothing so fascinating as 
ignoring good advice. Mostly because I hoped you'd say I 
was beautiful. Artists generally do.” 

“My dear, dozens of men must have said you were beautiful.” 

“Quite, but men are easy. If a woman says you're beautiful, 
it’s a regretful tribute wrung out of her very inmost fibres.” 

“IT don’t mind personally how beautiful you are because 
we don’t live in the same world. I shan’t get anything from 
life except by working for it; you can’t earn your living and 
specialize in men at the same time. All the same I wonder 
whether if Greville knew how you feel about him he’d be 
altogether bucked.” 

Ann made her tawny eyes very round. 

“Peggy darling, Greville will have an extremely good time 
in many ways. And somebody’s got to take the lead in every 
marriage. I propose to be a queen on my throne and have 
Greville look up to me.” 


KNOCK fell on the door; it opened to admit Ann’s maid. 
“If you please, Miss Ann, there’s a lady reporter from 
the Evening Mail.” 
“Give me a wrap, Stacey, then show her in here.” 
A moment later there arrived in the wake of Stacey a 
middle-aged woman with an air of tired smartness. 
“Mrs. Collingwood,” murmured Stacey. 
“Good evening, Miss Cosway. I’m ‘Ariadne’ of the Eve- 
ning Mail. So nice of you to see me.” 
Ann answered: 
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“Do sit down, Mrs. Collingwood. This is my cousin and 
chief bridesmaid, Miss Dangerfield.” 

Ariadne photographed the room and its occupants in one 
swift glance. 

I saw most of the trousseau at Celeste’s,” she said, “and 
they were kind enough to show me the wedding presents down- 
stairs and give me a list of the guests. What I'd like, if you 
don’t mind, is just a personal word or two, and the names 
of any people you'd like specially mentioned.” 

Ann begaa thoughtfully: 

“Of course, I’m terribly excited and happy. Mr. Chard 
and I have known each other quite a long time. I adore 
his wedding present to me, a Greyhound car, the loveliest 
coupé you ever saw. It'll do seventy-five easily. Mr. Chard 
is vice-chairman of Greyhound Cars, Limited, you know. And 
you might mention Sir Julius Bruce, K.C.’s present. He’s 
a very old friend of my father’s. They were at Harrow to- 
gether. And Mr. George Bondy’s. Mr. Bondy is chairman 
of Greyhound Cars, one of those delightful self-made men. 
He’s mixed up with so many companies; I think the public 
would be interested 

Mrs. Collingwood scribbled a few notes on the back of an 
envelope, and rose to go. 

“Thank you so much. It'll be the wedding of the season. 
Please let me wish you every happiness.” 

Ann extended a slim hand. 

“Too kind of you. Sure you’ve everything you want? 
Good-by!” 

As the door closed she hid a little yawn. 

“And so it goes on. Never mind; all will be over tomorrow. 
Run along and dress, Pegs. Make Stacey slave for you. 
I'll make father give us champagne tonight. We 
need it.” 


N THE bedroom of his flat in Duke Street, St. 

James’s, Greville Chard, in his shirt sleeves, stood 
before the dressing table tying a white tie. Bertie 
Carslake, his best man, sat watching him. What 
Bertie saw was a young fellow of twenty-six, five-feet- 
eleven in his socks, with one of those narrow, good- 
looking faces, dark hair parted at the side, and level 
gray eyes. 

Greville, matching the ends of the tie with the 
loops, said persuasively: 

“Talk to me, Bertie. Don’t let me dwell on what's 
in front of me. Distract my mind.” { 

Bertie answered: 

“Now that it’s too late to draw back, just why are 
you doing this thing, Greville old boy?” 

“Crazy about Ann. Must have Ann. Can't do 
without her,” Greville answered. “You'll understand 
one day, Bertie. If 1 waited ten years till I’d devel- 
oped a tummy and lost my illusions I couldn’t do better. Grey- 
hound cars are booming; there aren’t any financial obstacles. 
We shall snaffle the Grand Prix next year, or I'll brain the 
works manager with a shifting spanner. You envy me in spite 
of the cynical leer distorting your well-cut features.’ 

“There are many women, most of them beautiful,” Bertie 
answered. “Speaking as a comparative pauper, if I had your 
income I shouldn’t tie myself down. No man’s education is 
complete at twenty-six.” 

Greville shrugged into an evening coat. 

“After all I’m not going into a Victorian prison. Ann has 
her marriage settlement. We start our married life with 
mild if unjustifiable hopes, and should the worst come to the 
worst we can always part friends.” 

“My dear fellow, you'll be swayed, modified, shackled and 
constrained. The best of women never let a man alone. They 
like to remould him just as they like to redesign their frocks.” 

Greville set a silk hat on his head at the exact angle and 
picked up a gold-mounted Malacca stick. 

“You should see the Greyhound I’m giving Ann for a wed- 
ding present, done in green and beige, a perfect dream. We've 
detuned the engine a shade—don’t want her to break her neck— 
but she doesn’t know. My chauffeur’s bringing it across from 
the works tonight ready for the honeymoon trir.” 

Bertie Carslake got up, resignation written all over him. 

“Well, Greville, at least you can’t blame me. I’ve never 
cared for this job of best man and I told you so frankly. I’ve 
spoken to you as man to man as 
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“Come along to the Berkeley, and don’t grouse.’ Let’s 


walk; do you good.” 


ING down rather early for dinner, Mrs. Cosway expe- 
rienced even more than usual a sense of gratitude for 
the atmosphere of her own drawing-room. Its beautiful pro- 
portions pleased one who, descending from a long line of 
soldiers, esteemed discipline and order above all things. 
Mrs. Cosway, in a black dinner frock reaching almost to 
the ankles, and her pearls, crossed the room slowly, sat down 
on a chair and considered her daughter's wedding: 
“T’ve made a success of it,” she admitted to herself. 
can’t hope to do much with the girls of today. 
any restraint and their one idea is self-indulgence. 


“You 


They haven't 
Even now 


I don’t know why Ann’s marrying Greville Chard. She’s too 
selfish to be deeply in love, and she would probably imagine 
she might do much better. Actually she’s done very well, and 
she has a good deal to thank me for whether she knows it or 
not, because although she attracted Greville in the first place, 
he might never have married her except for me.” 

The door opened and Arthur Cosway came in. Ann in- 
herited her looks from her father. Known in his youth as 
“Handsome Cosway,” he had the face of an Adonis, and the 
figure of a Guardsman. Detail and intrigue delighted him, 
and this explained his value as a public servant. He began 
to speak in a clear, precise voice. 

“T’ve been having a final word with the church authorities 
and the police about details of the wedding, Adela. I arranged 
with the Inspector in Charge for Ann’s car to arrive at the 
church at one-fifty-three instead of one-fifty-five.” 

He stood very upright, looking down at his wife. He wished 
to bestow on her a little praise from an Olympian height and 
found the proceeding difficult because he knew that, in her 
emotionless way, she despised him. She represented the soldier 
type, the woman of action, and his ancestors had been cour- 
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In the dining room a tactful head waiter, recognizing the prettiest girl in the hotel, 
led Ann and Greville to an attractive table. Then began an oddly intimate dinner 


tiers, ecclesiastics, and statesmen, bowing to the storm and 
fiddling with trifles. 

“TI feel very gratified that Her Royal Highness should have 
sent Ann a sapphire and diamond bracelet,” he said at last. 
“Tt reflects credit on you, Adela; I can’t imagane a greater 
compliment. It will be a notable wedding; on your side the 
Army, on Greville’s the Navy, and on mine the Corps Dip- 
lomatique. Ann makes her debut in her new life before a 
distinguished audience.” 

Mrs. Cosway looked him straight in the face with her 
soldier’s glance, and delivered the truth in fuller tones than 
Ann’s. 

“My dear Arthur, you mean to be very kind and I appre- 
ciate it, but don’t deceive yourself. This show tomorrow is 
purely yours and mine. It has nothing to do with Ann. She’d 
just as soon walk round with Greville to the nearest Register 
Office and sign the book or whatever one does. 


“She lives in a new world we don’t know anything about. 
Much as she exasperates me at times I can’t help feeling she’s 
being very civil. And as for Her Royal Highness’s bracelet, 
Ann would pawn it tomorrow if she were hard up, to buy a 
wireless set or a new pair of stockings.” 

“But, Adela,” exclaimed Arthur Cosway, “if I am to believe 
what you say, all our traditions and standards have ceased to 
exist. The old landmarks are swept away and we live in a 
world of chaos.” 

“Alarming as you appear to find it, Arthur, as a matter of 
fact we do.” 

The door opened again, to admit Peggy and Ann. 

Mrs. Cosway’s sacrificial mouth took a slightly grimmer 
line, and yet in her heart she felt a sneaking admiration for 
them. 

“Oh, hello, mother! Doesn’t Peggy look an angel? Father, 
we simply must have champagne at dinner. I’m sure you've 
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“Do sit down, Mrs. Collingwood. This is my cousin and 
chief bridesmaid, Miss Dangerfield.” 

Ariadne photographed the room and its occupants in one 
swift glance 

“1 saw most of the trousseau at Celeste’s,” she said, “and 
they were kind enough to show me the wedding presents down- 
stairs and give me a list of the guests. What Id like, if you 
don’t mind, is just a personal word or two, and the names 
of any people you'd like specially mentioned.” 

Ann begaa thoughtfully: 

“Of course, I’m terribly excited and happy. Mr. Chard 
and I have known each other quite a long time. I adore 
his wedding present to me, a Greyhound car, the loveliest 
coupé you ever saw. It'll do seventy-five easily. Mr. Chard 
is vice-chairman of Greyhound Cars, Limited, you know. And 
you might mention Sir Julius Bruce, K.C.’s present. He’s 
a very old friend of my father’s. They were at Harrow to- 
gether. And Mr. George Bondy’s. Mr. Bondy is chairman 
of Greyhound Cars, one of those delightful self-made men. 
He’s mixed up with so many companies; I think the public 
would be interested * 

Mrs. Collingwood scribbled a few notes on the back of an 
envelope, and rose to go. 

“Thank you so much. It'll be the wedding of the season. 
Please let me wish you every happiness.” 

Ann extended a slim hand. 

“Too kind of you. Sure you’ve everything you want? 
Good-by!”’ 

As the door closed she hid a little yawn. 

“And so it goes on. Never mind; all will be over tomorrow. 
Run along and dress, Pegs. Make Stacey slave for you. 
I'll make father give us champagne tonight. We 
need 


N THE bedroom of his flat in Duke Street, St. 

James's, Greville Chard, in his shirt sleeves, stood 
before the dressing table tying a white tie. Bertie 
Carslake, his best man, sat watching him. What 
Bertie saw was a young fellow of twenty-six, five-feet- 
eleven in his socks, with one of those narrow, good- 
looking faces, dark hair parted at the side, and level 
gray eyes. 

Greville, matching the ends of the tie with the 
loops, said persuasively: 

“Talk to me, Bertie. Don’t let me dwell on what's 
in front of me. Distract my mind.” 

Bertie answered: 

“Now that it’s too late to draw back, just why are 
you doing this thing, Greville old boy?” 

“Crazy about Ann. Must have Ann. Can't do 
without her,” Greville answered. ‘You'll understand 
one day, Bertie. If I waited ten years till I'd devel- 
oped a tummy and lost my illusions I couldn’t do better. Grey- 
hound cars are booming; there aren’t any financial obstacles. 
We shall snaffle the Grand Prix next year, or I'll brain the 
works manager with a shifting spanner. You envy me in spite 
of the cynical leer distorting your well-cut features.” 

“There are many women, most of them beautiful,” Bertie 
answered. “Speaking as a comparative pauper, if I had your 
income I shouldn’t tie myself down. No man’s education is 
complete at twenty-six.” 

Greville shrugged into an evening coat. 

“After all I’m not going into a Victorian prison. Ann has 
her marriage settlement. We start our married life with 
mild if unjustifiable hopes, and should the worst come to the 
worst we can always part friends.” 

“My dear fellow, you'll be swayed, modified, shackled and 
constrained. The best of women never let a man alone. They 
like to remould him just as they like to redesign their frocks.” 

Greville set a silk hat on his head at the exact angle and 
picked up a gold-mounted Malacca stick. 

“You should see the Greyhound I’m giving Ann for a wed- 
ding present, done in green and beige, a perfect dream. We've 
detuned the engine a shade—don’t want her to break her neck— 
but she doesn’t know. My chauffeur’s bringing it across from 
the works tonight ready for the honeymoon trir.” 

Bertie Carslake got up, resignation written all over him. 

“Well, Greville, at least you can’t blame me. I’ve never 
cared for this job of best man and I told you so frankly. I’ve 


” 


spoken to you as man to man—— 
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“Come along to the Berkeley, and don’t grouse. 
walk; do you good.” 


ING down rather early for dinner, Mrs. Cosway expe- 
rienced even more than usual a sense of gratitude for 
the atmosphere of her own drawing-room. Its beautiful pro- 
portions pleased one who, descending from a long line of 
soldiers, esteemed discipline and order above all things. 
Mrs. Cosway, in a black dinner frock reaching almost to 
the ankles, and her pearls, crossed the room slowly, sat down 
on a chair and considered her daughter's wedding: 
“I’ve made a success of it,” she admitted to herself. “You 
can’t hope to do much with the girls of today. They haven't 
any restraint and their one idea is self-indulgence. Even now 


I don’t know why Ann’s marrying Greville Chard. She’s too 
selfish to be deeply in love, and she would probably imagine 
she might do much better. Actually she’s done very well, and 
she has a good deal to thank me for whether she knows it or 
not, because although she attracted Greville in the first place, 
he might never have married her except for me.” 

The door opened and Arthur Cosway came in. Ann in- 
herited her looks from her father. Known in his youth as 
“Handsome Cosway,” he had the face of an Adonis, and the 
figure of a Guardsman. Detail and intrigue delighted him, 
and this explained his value as a public servant. He began 
to speak in a clear, precise voice. 

“I’ve been having a final word with the church authorities 
and the police about details of the wedding, Adela. I arranged 
with the Inspector in Charge for Ann’s car to arrive at the 
church at one-fifty-three instead of one-fifty-five.” 

He stood very upright, looking down at his wife. He wished 
to bestow on her a little praise from an Olympian height and 
found the proceeding difficult because he knew that, in her 
emotionless way, she despised him. She represented the soldier 
type, the woman of action, and his ancestors had been cour- 
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In the dining room a tactful head waiter, recognizing the prettiest girl in the hotel, 
led Ann and Greville to an attractive table. Then began an oddly intimate dinner 


tiers, ecclesiastics, and statesmen, bowing to the storm and 
fiddling with trifles. 

“I feel very gratified that Her Royal Highness should have 
sent Ann a sapphire and diamond bracelet,” he said at last. 
“It reflects credit on you, Adela; I can’t imagane a greater 
compliment. It will be a notable wedding; on your side the 
Army, on Greville’s the Navy, and on mine the Corps Dip- 
lomatique. Ann makes her debut in her new life before a 
distinguished audience.” 

Mrs. Cosway looked him straight in the face with her 
soldier’s glance, and delivered the truth in fuller tones than 
Ann’s. 

“My dear Arthur, you mean to be very kind and I appre- 
ciate it, but don’t deceive yourself. This show tomorrow is 
purely yours and mine. It has nothing to do with Ann. She’d 
just as soon walk round with Greville to the nearest Register 
Office and sign the book or whatever one does. 


“She lives in a new world we don’t know anything about. 
Much as she exasperates me at times I can’t help feeling she’s 
being very civil. And as for Her Royal Highness’s bracelet, 
Ann would pawn it tomorrow if she were hard up, to buy a 
wireless set or a new pair of stockings.” 

“But, Adela,” exclaimed Arthur Cosway, “if I am to believe 
what you say, all our traditions and standards have ceased to 
exist. The old landmarks are swept away and we live in a 
world of chaos.” 

“Alarming as you appear to find it, Arthur, as a matter of 
fact we do.” 

The door opened again, to admit Peggy and Ann. 

Mrs. Cosway’s sacrificial mouth took a slightly grimmer 
line, and yet in her heart she felt a sneaking admiration for 
them. 

“Oh, hello, mother! Doesn’t Peggy look an angel? Father, 
we simply must have champagne at dinner. I’m sure you've 
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got plenty left. It’s exhausting work getting married on a 
large scale 
From the doorway came the butler’s calm formula: 


“Dinner is served, madam.” 


UTSIDE the fashionable church, massed battalions of 

watching women, their eyes concentrated on the striped 
awning and scarlet carpet leading from the entrance to the 
pavement. Car after car glided with a curious effect of being 
pulled by a’ string to this important strip of carpet, pausing, 
disgorging a celebrity and his wife; moving on. 

At last the car glided up, at one-fifty-three P.M. precisely. 
The massed battalions of watching women cried, “There she 
is! Isn’t she lovely!” Ann issued from the car; a bemedalled 
commissionaire held the door for her and the Inspector in 
Charge saluted. She moved along the scarlet carpet and up 
the steps on her father’s arm. 

Ann was very calm. Somehow the excitement she was 
causing rather amused her. One of the clergy received her. 
He had seen many weddings and yet he found something 
moving about this tall, slim, beautiful bride, whose calm 
nothing could shake. 

Somewhere to one side was a covey of bridesmaids. A 
brief pause, while the long train of Ann’s Empire wedding 
dress was arranged to be carried by a solitary page. 

Slowly Ann proceeded up the aisle on her father’s arm, 
the bridesmaids falling in behind them. The organ music 
swelled, and she perceived the congregation rising wave on 
wave. In the distance, like black and white dolls, she could 
see Greville and his best man standing by the chancel steps. 
Somewhere in these clustering pews were people she knew and 
he knew more intimately—Sir Julius Bruce and George Bondy 
and so on. She wondered if Peggy, rather a darling in her 
Empire bridesmaid’s frock, could distinguish Rochester Flint’s 
iron gray mane. 

After all, it didn’t much matter. The whole thing would 
be over soon. Amusing show. Quaint relic of mediaeval 
customs and superstitions! 

Greville was beside her. They were at the altar rail. The 
Bishop of Mayfair was reading something. 

Peggy was holding Ann’s bouquet; Bertie Carslake fingered 
the ring in his waistcoat pocket; Ann’s father stood like a 
statue. 

The ring was on her finger at last, and there were more 
prayers and the sweet high voices of the choir children 
chanting 

Greville looked very tall and his face wore the expression 
Ann had seen on it at Brooklands when he was a lap or 
two behind the leader. Men took life so seriously. 

They were in the vestry signing the register. The brides- 
maids chattered in welcome reaction from the solemn ceremony 
they had witnessed. Her father and mother seemed very 
reserved, remote, and formal. 

Again she was in the open air, and amid all this hysteria 
the car glided away. She and Greville were alone. 

He was still wearing his Brooklands expression and a feeling 
of compassion affected Ann. She put a hand on his arm 
and said: 

“Don’t take it so seriously, darling. Remember we said 
it because we couldn’t help it. We couldn’t start arguing with 
the bishop about his own marriage service in the middle of 
it. All that means nothing. You shall have a perfectly nice 
divorce any time things get too much for you.” 

The Brooklands expression faded and a grin took its place. 

“Tt isn’t that, you poor fool. The trouble is I love you so 
much I feel positively sick!” 


HE house in Queen Anne’s Gate had become a writhing 
mass of guests. 

Peggy found herself looking across the congested room at 
Ann. “These shows!” she thought. “Why must a woman 
always arrange a show? Can we really afford to make men 
hate us? There stood Ann, cool and competent, apparently 
happiest of the happy, while the fixed smile on Greville’s face, 
spoke eloquently of what he endured. 

A very tall, very broad man with a shock of gray hair like 
a lion’s mane, thrust his way insolently and ruthlessly to Peggy’s 
side, and she recognized Rochester Flint, for once the very 
picture of superb tailoring. She smiled up at him, and re- 
peated her question aloud. 
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“Hello, Rochester. 


Why must a woman always perpetrate 
a show, whatever she does? You don’t suppose Greville 
enjoys all this, and yet he puts up with it.” 

“Purely for advertisement, my dear,” Flint answered. “For 
a woman to cause a crowd to collect is fame. How soon can 
you get away and come to dine somewhere with me?” 

“T can’t tell. Heaven knows when Ann will get away and 
I must see her for a moment before she goes.” 

“Well, I shall be at the studio till eight. Excuse me. 
are too many conflicting perfumes in this room.” 

He began to hew himself a passage toward the outer air 
and at the same time human eddies sweeping toward him 
indicated the departure of the bride. The bridegroom and 
the best man on either side of her, forced a gangway. 


There 


ie HER bedroom Ann found a flushed, excited Stacey. 

“Get me out of all this clutter quickly,” she commanded. 
“And I’m going to have a bath at any cost. Go and turn 
it on as soon as you've taken off this awful dress.” 

After Ann had floated a good five minutes in scented hot 
water, she went back to her bedroom to redress. Her mother, 
entering on this proceeding, stood looking at her very thought- 
fully. 

“Well, Ann, my dear?” she said at last. 

“Well, Mummy? Quite a picture-book wedding, wasn’t it? 
Did you enjoy it?” 

“T thought everything went off very well. You looked quite 
the most charming bride I can remember and there was no 
hitch anywhere.” 

Inwardly she was telling herself, “This is my girl-child, 
and now she’s leaving me and I ought to be going through all 
sorts of agony,” but it remained impossible to work up suit- 
able emotion. The truth seemed to be that here was a slightly 
critical, slightly hostile presence about to be removed and 
that, all things considered, the circumstances of removal might 
have been a great deal worse. 

“I s’pose,” she ended, “there’s nothing I can do to help.” 

“T don’t think so, Mummy.” 

Ann put her hands on her mother’s shoulders and kissed her. 

“Good-by, Mummy. Thank you for my nice wedding. 
Will you send Pegs up for a moment?” 

Peggy, however, was leaning against the wall in the corridor 
outside. She came in as Mrs. Cosway went out, and closed 
the door. 

“T’d have come before, only I was afraid of intruding on the 
maternal intimacies,” she explained. “I don’t see any tears 
on your cheek, Ann. Most unnatural. How do you feel?” 

“In the pink, darling.” 

“No last searchings of heart, doubts, and so on?” 

Peggy’s pale face and burning dark eyes belied her con- 


versation. She was very fond of Ann, as Ann knew, so she 
answered: 
“Not one. Men are all alike, or so our mothers tell us. 


Good-by, old thing. Write to me at the Meurice. We shall 


be in Paris at least a week. Good luck.” 


HE wrung Peggy’s hand, and went downstairs whistling 

softly under her breath. 

The green and beige coupé was drawn up by the curb, the 
young chauffeur in charge, the engine just ticking over. 

In the hall Greville waited, chatting devotedly to Arthur 
Cosway. They stood, as it were, to attention as the bride 
came down the stairs. 

Here Arthur Cosway went through his small, private 
Gethsemane, suffering a good deal for a stilted, departmental 
sort of person. 

Ann, who understood men, put her arms round her father’s 
neck and kissed him very affectionately. 

“Good-by, my dear,” she said. “Don’t break your heart. 
One girl’s very like another, you know. You behaved per- 
fectly at the great ceremony. You didn’t bring down one 
of my tawn hairs in sorrow. Push all this mob out directly 
we've gone. 

Amid appropriately hilarious comment and applause Greville 
banded his bride to the near-side seat, and tucked a rug round 
her. The young chauffeur whispered hoarsely in his ear: 

“She’s run five hundred miles, but she’s still a bit stiff, 
sir. I shouldn’t let her out if I were you. She’s filled up 


with everything and running like a dream, sir.” 
“Good boy,” answered Greville, who had forgotten more 


“Get on with it. Greville.” said Ann, at last, “there’s an angel.”” She 
couldn’t help wondering if every honeymoon started on this leisurely note 


than the young chauffeur ever knew about Greyhounds. He 
walked round the car, slipped into the driving seat and glided 
away. Round the first bend Ann touched his arm. 

“Get down and have a good look all over her for old 
shoes, and all that rubbish,” she insisted. 

He got down, found two feminine slippers attached to the 
rear dumb irons, and flung them into the gutter. 


REVILLE nursed the car over Westminster Bridge out 
into the wilderness of South London tram lines. He felt 
very happy. They had gotten over all the pantomime of the 
wedding. They had lots of time in which to reach Dover for 


dinner and he was driving the nearest approach to perfection 
in cars. 

Ann, snuggled in her corner, sat thinking. From the cor- 
ners of her eyes she watched Greville. 

Obviously driving the car absorbed his subconscious mind, 
and the conscious part bathed itself in content. Ann mused 
on the peculiarities of men. 

“J don’t believe they ever think as women think. So long 
as they’ve got food and a roof and a girl, and a horse or car 
or whatever their hobby is, and money to keep going, they 
just are. Greville’s got me, and he’s driving a good car and 
he’s as blankly contented as a fed [Continued on page 82} 
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Hal 


Portrait of a Young Man 


UDY VALLEE’S meteoric rise to fame is unique in the 
annals of the theater. It proves that the young American 
woman's influence cannot be overlooked, for it is she who caused 
his phenomenal popularity! One thousand fan letters a week; two 
hundred telephone calls a day. Girls standing for hours outside of 
a stage door, waiting patiently in the hot sun, just to catch a 
glimpse of their idol. Girls sending him presents, writing him 
poetry, throwing flowers on the stage. 

It was bound to come. This definite reaction from the sheik 
type and the blaring voo-do-de-o-do jazz singers. So, when un- 
assuming Rudy Vallée, with his Yale background, with his blond 
Lindy-like looks, played softly on a saxophone, caressed a clari- 
net and crooned into a microphone, he surprised himself by thus 
winning the hearts of feminine America. 

Many articles have been written about him; many interviews, 
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published. Most of these concerned his life, or dealt with his 
work and ambitions, but none depicted Rudy Vallée’s own 
emotions. For what does he actually think of it all? How be- 
wildered or thrilled or happy are a boy’s thoughts, when, as in 
Vallée’s case, within the short space of a year, he rises from an 
unknown college student to the highest peak of the American 
girl’s imagination? 

“He looks like he listens!” exclaims the flapper, and christens 
him the man of her dreams. But who will be the companion of 
this man? Does he want a companion? How must it strike Mr. 
Vallée? This adulation—this sudden hysterical, breath-taking 
success? Above all, what are his ideas concerning girls? Which 
one will he choose, or has he chosen already? Throughout this 
country, in every radio-listening, young-peopled home, those 
questions are being asked, and in his article, on the opposite page, 
Rudy Vallée has answered them in a very complete manner. 
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GIRL 


Dreams 


By 
RUDY VALLEE 


EY say I have everything. That is not true. I 
look in the mirror and see a young man. One who 
possesses blond hair, blue eyes, and an earnest, almost 
boyish expression around his mouth. 

I study the forehead, trying to peer inside the brain. My 
funny, stubborn, dreamy brain that is always seeking perfec- 
tion in a woman, always searching expectantly for an ideal— 
and becomes disappointed when it stumbles against—nothing. 
I turn away from the mirror. I am disgusted. 

“You have everything!’’ The words echo and re-echo in 
my mind. I have heard that sentence thousands of times 
during the past unbelievable vear. In a way I do have every- 
thing. The world has acknowledged me successful, talented; 
rewarded me with money and fame. But the world has robbed 
me of those sweet encounters, those youthful meetings and 
romances that come to every one who is young. 

Let a college boy meet an attractive girl—he may telephone 
her—invite her out—escort her to a dance. He may hold her 
hand, kiss her good night, and whisper lovely nothings in those 
pink, shell-like ears. Put me in the same place as that college 
boy. Let me be introduced to a girl who attracts my eyes. 
What happens? 

She immediately becomes conscious that here is Rudy Vallée, 
the man they call “The Vagabond Lover,” the man who is con- 
sidered a matinee idol, who wrote a song about “deep night.” 
Naturally, the girl’s conversation becomes stilted. I can see 
her frown as she compares my everyday speaking voice with 
the throbbing tones she has heard over the radio. She is 
terrified—not of me—but of my name. 

“The Rudy Vallée,” the new lady acquaintance usually mur- 
murs. If, later, I do gather sufficient courage to invite her to 
my club, what happens? In my mind’s eye I can hear her 
parents remonstrating. I can see them now as they shake their 
heads and say, “You don’t mean to tell us that you contem- 
plate going out with that Ruddy Vallée who is in the theater, 
and whom the girls are crazy about! You must be insane!” 
And thus ends another would-be romance. 

The fact that I am a musician and a college man seems to 
make no difference. I receive fan mail, therefore outsiders 
call me a sheik (I detest such a title) and parents dub me as 
dangerous. 


To girls I have been crazy about, the ones I knew before 
all this success arrived, find it impossible to act themselves 
when they meet me now. There is a barrier—an indefinable 
barrier which leaves me in the cold. Would the average 


American girl invite me home to dinner and treat me like one 
of the folks? 

Three years ago, she would have. Now, never. She fusses 
over me, makes me ill at ease, and after all I’m not a strange, 
stray prince, but merely the son of a Main Street druggist. A 
hard-working, trying-to-be-regular fellow who is looking for 
a regular girl. 

That sounds odd, doesn’t it? Odd, because it comes from 
one who receives a thousand letters each week. And most of 
them written by girls! I answer the letters too. I consider 
them the greatest compliment that could possibly be paid to a 
man. 

However, I cannot find companionship in handwriting. It is 
impossible to get very close to your admirers. If I could find 
one—just one—but I shake hands with them at the stage door 
—I give them autographed pictures—and away they go! 
There it ends! The next day I shake hands again, give away 
more pictures. So it goes. There is more than safety in num- 
bers; there is downright lonesomeness! 

In the past busy months I have not once taken a girl 
to the theater—sent her orchids—or performed any of the 
sweet attentions that go toward making courtship a blessing. 
How can I escort a girl to a show when each afternoon and 
evening I am playing in one myself? How can I ask her to 
supper—to take a walk—or to ride in my car, when I cannot 
meet her until three o'clock in the morning. For that is the 
time my night club closes, and it happens to be the first mo- 
ment I find myself free. 

Mornings, you say. Get up early. I do. To learn one new 
song, words and music, each day, to rehearse my orchestra, to 
compose music, to make records, to act in motion picture 
shorts. Besides, I have to be at the theater by noon. There 
is nothing quite so stimulating as hard work. I love it, and 
no matter how wealthy I may become, I will always want to 
be busy. 


ON’T think I pity myself. I’m too young, too healthy, 

too full of the joy of living to be really sad. And I am 
fortunate to have the sweetest mother and good father whose 
old age I want to make secure, above anything else. 

But it does seem a bit empty becausé I haven’t some one 
else to share my success. Some one who would constantly be 
at my side. Some one who would laugh at my jokes, who 
could enjoy my money, and help me build real castles, not just 
ones made in the air. From the eventful day when I played 
my first vaudeville engagement, and [Continued on page 120] 
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VERY village has its romance. And, in the tiny 
village of Alba, highon the mountainside, the love 
story of Pedro José and Irena blossomed like a flower. 
Every one knew that they would soon be married 
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The Story of a Man Who Saved Two 
Women—One of Them for Himself 


Cloak 


Desire 


By EMMA-LINDSAY SQUIER 


Illustrations by H. M. BONNELL 


IGH up in the mountainous country back of Mazatlan 
in Mexico, far back along a trail that is only a burro 
track, there is a little village, a very poor little vil- 
lage, whose adobe-walled houses have peeled off their 
paint, and whose red roof tiles have long since taken on a 
neutral color of earth, tinted just a bit by the hot tropical sun. 
A remote little village, and one so lacking in all the glamourous 
things of civilization that those sophisticated ones down in 
Mazatlan by the sea would dismiss it with a shrug as “muy 
lejos” (very far) and, “muy triste’—that is to say, very sad. 

And yet, in the tiny church, almost in ruins now from slow 
decay, there stands a life-sized statue of the Blessed Virgin 
that is the wonder and adoration of every peon on the moun- 
tainside. 

For two things is the Virgin of the Mountains famous. For 
the miracles attributed to her divine intercession, and for the 
blue robe she wears. A velvet robe of wondrous texture, light 
and heavenly blue embroidered with golden stars. A gorgeous 
robe, a sumptuous robe. One far too grand for the humble 
environment of the poor little sun-baked town. Yet there it is, 
a relic of a time long since passed into oblivion. A time when 
Iturbide dreamed his short dream of Empire, a time of laughter, 
a song of careless, easily squandered wealth. A time when 
Mazatlan was a gay city, dominating the western coast, and 
Carmen Dolores de la Luz was the uncrowned sovereign of all 
its gaiety. 

Carmen Dolores de la Luz! She is but a memory now. 
But in that time she ruled like an empress. She was like her 
name; she was color, and sorrow, and light. Men loved her— 
and died for her. They loved her—and grew poor. They 
loved her—and all other women were as nothing beside her. 
And for years there was none to dispute her reign. 

Now in the tiny village of Alba on the mountainside, lived 
one Pedro José, of Aztec lineage, and his sweetheart, Irena. 
The priest could not come often to the far straggling little 
Indian town on the steep mountainside, and when he came 
at last on his skinny black mule, there were busy times indeed; 
weddings and christenings—all the spiritual needs of the com- 
munity were administered then by the kindly, white-haired 
old Padre Luis. 

It was well known that when Padre Luis came again, Pedro 
José and Irena were to be married. First with a service in the 
little church, and then with a fiesta and a dance in the evening, 
after the joyous Mexican fashion. 

But something happened. A mysterious fever came upon 
the girl whom Pedro José loved with all his life and soul. Her 
dark, candid eyes were overcast by a shadow that was like the 


shadow of a tomb. Her young strength 

forsook her, and she lay with listless 

hands stretched out along her slender, 

unmoving limbs. The thick braids of 

her black hair were like heavy ropes 

across her thin shoulders, and her mouth, that had been so 
red and laughing, drooped in a tired downward arc. 

All human means had failed, and the old woman said she 
would die. They watched beside the woven mat on which she 
lay, and they waited for midnight as a zopilote waits in the 
sky at midday—for death to come. 

Then Pedro José ran out through the darkness like a mad- 
man. The stars were very bright overhead, but Pedro did 
not see them. He stumbled along th> familiar winding street. 
his head down, his arms swinging. A baby burro who had 
gone to sleep in the middle of the road scrambled out from 
under his stumbling approach and galloped awkwardly away. 
An owl flew up silently. From a tiny adobe house came the 
hoarse snoring of a man, healthily tired, but Pedro heard noth- 
ing, saw nothing. His one thought was the church. 

He pushed the door open and entered the soft warm dark- 
ness, a darkness faintly stale with the smell of old wood and 
stone and centuries of burned-out incense and beeswax candles. 
A red light glowed from the lace before the central altar. 

But it was not to this altar that he felt his blind, stumbling 
way. At the side of the church was a recess. And here, on a 
dais kept always sweet and blooming with mountain flowers, 
or branches, or grasses, stood the statue of the Virgin of the 
Mountains. His fingers reached up and touched the unseen 
hem of a worn, frayed robe. 


OVED by a sudden thought, his fingers fumbled at the 
side of the altar. There he found what he sought, a box 
of small, crude candles, cool and slippery to the touch. Reck- 
lessly he carried a handful of them to the still, golden flame in 
the crimson cup before the central altar. He lighted them all, 
and carried them back, setting them like so many flowers. 
The darkness had withdrawn somewhat before the little 
pointed petals of yellow light. The flames wavered and trem- 
bled in the still air, illuminating the pale, attentive face of the 
statue, awakening sleepy glints from the tinsel crown upon her 
head, throwing into relief the long, tapering hands that opened, 
palm outward, as if asking for the sorrows of all mankind. 
Pedro José flung himself before her, kissing the pavement. 
Then he lifted his face, strained and tortured, his mouth working 
spasmodically, his arms upstretched. 
“Madre de Dios, I had to awaken you—I had to come to 
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vou: I had to light these candles so that you could see 
could know how am suttering— 

Madre de Dios, it is Irena who is ill—so ill. You 
her? The little Irena who has such a 
sweet voice, and who always sings with me in the 
processions when we take you walking at the season 
of the Pascuas? You must remember her, oh, Santa 
Maria. for she is so lovely, so sweet and so good 
We were to have married, when comes Padre Luis 
once more. But she is sick, and they say she will die 

S:ill on his knees, he came closer. Tears were 
running from his eyes across his cheeks and into his 
mouth. His voice was so broken with sobs that he 
could scarcely speak. 

Mother of God—save her—bring her back to life! 
I will give you anything—yes, do you hear me, any- 
thing! What would you like?” 

His hoarse voice died away. and there was silence, 
broken only by his own heavy breathing, and the 
occasional sputter of a candle wick. 

“[ am so stupid,” he muttered at last, “I do not 
hear you. Surely you are speaking to me, but I am so 
tupid, so ignorant, Madre mio—I cannot hear you. 
Say it again, be gentle with my foolish mind. Once 
more—oh, please! I will strain my soul and my 
ears to hear what it is you are saying to me—tell me 
once more, what it is that I may give you?” 

Just then a long flame reached up, swayed for an 
instant, and made a slanting spear of light that pointed 
straight at the hem of the worn, frayed gown of dyed 
cotton. It was like a pointing finger, or a fiery eye 
turning in indication. Pedro saw it and his breath 
caught in his breast. 

“Oh! I see! I know! The robe! The robe you 
wear! It is so old, so poor! I know—it is the same 
robe you have worn ever since I can remember—ah, 
we of Alba are so poor, we could not give you the 
beautiful dress you should have. And to think that I 
have never noticed before! 

“I understand now. You shall have a new robe! 
I, Pedro José de Santiago, swear it! I will bring you 
a new robe, the loveliest that is to be found in Mexico! 
[ will bring it to you, even though it takes me all of 
my life to find it—I will not forget! I will bring it 
to you with such gratitude, and with love—all the 
love of my heart and soul!” 

He leaped to his feet, his face transfigured with joy, 
as if already the robe of his dreams were gleaming there behind 
the candle flames. He ran out of the door and down the street 
once more, the dark crooked street that was now like a lane 
of light. He knew, even before he came to the house that 
Irena would be sleeping, and that the fever would be gone. 


remember 


N THE gay city of Mazatlan there was a fiesta. It was the 

Dia de Santo for all those whose names were Carmen. The 
streets were hung with banners of silk and of paper, red and 
white, in honor of Santa Carmen, and in front of every house 
where dwelt ene of that name there were palm branches and 
streamers of crimson and white. Yes, the fiesta was, osten- 
sibly, to celebrate the virtues of Saint Carmen, and her many 
namesakes. But she whose name was on the lips of every one, 
she who was at once the glory and the shame of the day of 
merrymaking. was Dona Carmen Dolores de la Luz. 

It was the talk of every one that Dona Carmen Dolores 
intended to ride in the procession. behind the statue of Santa 
Carmen as it was carried about the streets. Ride, mind you. 
not walk. as the other folk did. were they of high or low degree. 
but ride in a carriage drawn by milk white horses with trap- 
pings of silver and blue 

Sacrilege!”’ whispered the women, justly indignant. 
“Sacrilege indeed,” echoed the men. But their eyes were 
softer than those of the women 

She will wear red and white, the colors of the Saint!” 
the women 

Whatever she wears, she will be the loveliest thing beneath 
the sun!” said the men—to themselves. 

However, when Carmen Dolores de la Lux appeared in 


raged 
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the procession that day, she was not garbed in red and 
white at all. She sat in her carriage all alone for once, her 
thick black hair coiffed into a thousand rippling curls that rose 
up around her head like a diadem. A white lace mantilla, 
sparkling with silver, and edged with pearls, drooped down 
in shimmering waves around her milk white face with its long 
dark eyes and its wine-red mouth. 

But the thing which made a gasp go up on every side, as her 
carriage passed slowly by, was the robe she wore over her wide 
spreading gown—a robe of richest, most heavenly blue, a robe 
of velvet, soft to the eye as a humming-bird’s breast. It was 
embroidered with golden stars, and there was a band of gold 
about the hem. It was like a piece of summer sky fallen down 
to swathe her beauty; it was like a blue wave that has caught 
and held the richness of stars that came too near. It was the 
gift of her lover in Spain, Don Carlos Jimenez de Alcala. 

From the vantage of a doorstep Pedro José watched the 
procession come. He stood tall and erect above the crowding. 
milling throng, the scrap of a scarlet serape thrown across one 
shoulder in a trailing fold of vivid color, his head banded with 
woven blue and purple. The crimson winding of a sash made 
a jagged reflection of red in the polished surface of the guitar 
that rested in the curve of his waist and hip. He watched the 
gay excited throng with stoical Indian eyes. Mazatlan had not 
been kind to one who had but his guitar and a voice of mar- 
velous sweetness to offer. There were so many strolling singers. 
and this one, an Indio from the hills, by his dress and speech, 
did not know the latest love songs from Spain, or the gay. 
wicked ditties that made the women blvsh and giggle. True. 
he was young, and very handsome. There was something wist- 
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ful about him, a gentleness 
that pleased the women 
They sometimes stopped to 
listen to him—then to look 
vt him. As they flung a 
smali coin into the gourd he 
carried, they sighed a little. 
Porvida! Why did not God make as good looking the men one 
had to marry! 

Pedro José’s eyes were strange and sad, for all their youth. 
He had promised something so blithely, so confidently; he had 
left Irena with such surety that he would come back before 
the harvesting of the maize, bringing with him a robe of daz- 
zling beauty for the Virgin of the Mountains. 

“Santa, Santa, Santa!” The sweet voices of the young girls 
were singing as the statue, crimson enveloped, passed by. 

Pedro’s eyes, drawn by the murmurs of those around him, 
focused themselves on a carriage that came slowly, proudly, 
through a tumultuous lane of men who pressed up to the very 
wheels, looking up, crying out a name, begging for a smile— 

The carriage came abreast of him. And Pedro José drew a 
breath that was a gasp of wonder and reverence. 

“The robe! The robe of the Virgin! There! Oh, Madre de 
Dios, there is your robe, the one I promised you! That is the 
robe that I must bring you, for giving me back Irena’s life!” 

At that instant a red banner, hung from a balcony above, 
fluttered loose and fell like a huge crimson bat upon the arched 
necks of the horses. They squealed with terror and reared up. 
The liveried coachman shouted; the crowd shrieked and scat- 
tered. The horses twisted and kicked, and a long shuddering 


When Pedro José opened his eyes he saw that Dona 
Carmen Dolores was standing in the open doorway, 
watching him. She entered with the languorous, 
swaying step that was so characteristic of her, her 
head to one side, her dark eyes half closed and sensuous 


murmur of horror went up as 
the glinting carriage lurched 
violently to one side. Car- 
men Dolores screamed. Her 
arms went out, flaying the 
air, grasping at nothing. Then 
she fell forward, almost under 
the heels of the stamping, fear-maddened horses. 

For the fraction of a breath she knew the sickening cer- 
tainty of death. Then she was lifted. dragged upward, held 
close for an instant in two strong arms. And when she was 
set upon her feet, swaying a little unsteadily, it was to find 
herself leaning for support upon the arm of a tall young Indio, 
whose ardent gaze enveloped her like her star-spangled cloak. 


HE could not know that he had saved not the woman, but 
the precious robe of his dreams. She managed to smile at 
him, nothing loathe to lean on his bronzed, sinewy arm. And 
even when her admirers came flocking about her, uttering cries 
and exclamations of thanksgiving. she did not draw away from 
her savior. Rather she looked about at the throng with a 
little curdling smile of disdain. 

“It is somewhat late, Senors, to molest yourselves as to my 
safety. This man is more to my liking, since he expresses 
his concern in deeds instead of empty words.” 

The gallants stared at the silent youth with the air of angry, 
baffled dogs. They began to make excuses, clamoring all at 
once. Carmen Dolores de la Luz held up her hand imperiously. 
She seemed to see Pedro’s guitar for the first time. 

“You are a musician?” she queried. [Continued on page 94] 


29 


: 
‘ 
. 
t 
; 
+ 
4 
> 


you: I had to light these candles so that you could see 


me, could know how I am suffering— 


Madre de Dios, it is Irena who is ill—so ill. You 
remember her? The little Irena who has such a 
sweet voice, and who always sings with me in the 


processions when we take you walking at the season 


ot the Pascuas? You must remember her, oh, Santa 
Maria, for she is so lovely, so sweet, and so good 
We were to have married, when comes Padre Luis 


once more. But she is sick, and they say she will die 

Siill on his knees, he came closer. Tears were 
running from his eves across his cheeks and into his 
mouth. His voice was so broken with sobs that he 
could scarcely speak 

Mother of God—save her—bring her back to life! 
I will give you anything—yes, do you hear me, any- 
thing! What would you like?” 

His hoarse voice died away. and there was silence, 
broken only by his own heavy breathing, and the 
occasional sputter of a candle wick. 

“IT am so stupid,” he muttered at last, “I do not 
hear you. Surely you are speaking to me, but I am so 
tupid, so ignorant, Madre mio—I cannot hear you 
Say it again, be gentle with my foolish mind. Once 
more—oh, please! I will strain my soul and my 
ears to hear what it is you are saying to me—tell me 
once more, what it is that I may give you?” 

Just then a long flame reached up, swayed for an 
instant, and made a slanting spear of light that pointed 
straight at the hem of the worn, frayed gown of dyed 
cotton. It was like a pointing finger, or a fiery eye 
turning in indication. Pedro saw it and his breath 
caught in his breast. 

“Oh! I see! I know! The robe! The robe you 
wear! It is so old, so poor! I know—it is the same 
robe you have worn ever since I can remember—ah 
we of Alba are so poor, we could not give you the 
beautiful dress you should have. And to think that I 
have never noticed before! 

“T understand now. You shall have a new robe! 
I, Pedro José de Santiago, swear it! I will bring you 
a new robe, the loveliest that is to be found in Mexico! 
I will bring it to you, even though it takes me all of 
my life to find it—I will not forget! I will bring it 
to you with such gratitude, and with love—all the 
love of my heart and soul!” 

He leaped to his feet, his face transfigured with joy, 
as if already the robe of his dreams were gleaming there behind 
the candle flames. He ran out of the door and down the street 
once more, the dark crooked street that was now like a lane 
of light. He knew. even before he came to the house that 
Irena would be sleeping, and that the fever would be gone. 


N THE gay city of Mazatlan there was a fiesta. It was the 

Dia de Santo for all those whose names were Carmen. The 
streets were hung with banners of silk and of paper, red and 
white, in honor of Santa Carmen, and in front of every house 
where dwelt ene of that name there were palm branches and 
streamers of crimson and white. Yes, the fiesta was, osten- 
sibly. to celebrate the virtues of Saint Carmen, and her many 
namesakes. But she whose name was on the lips of every one, 
she who was at once the glory and the shame of the day of 
merrymaking. was Dona Carmen Dolores de la Luz. 

It was the talk of every one that Dona Carmen Dolores 
intended to ride in the procession, behind the statue of Santa 
Carmen as it was carried about the streets. Ride, mind you. 
not walk, as the other folk did. were they of high or low degree. 
but ride in a carriage drawn by milk white horses with trap- 
pings of silver and blue 

Sacrilege!"’ whispered the women, justly indignant. 
“Sacrilege indeed,’ echoed the men. But their eyes were 
softer than those of the women 

She will wear red and white, the colors of the Saint!” raged 
the women 

Whatever she wears, she will be the loveliest thing beneath 
the sun!” said the men—to themselves 
However, when Carmen Dolores de la Lux appeared in 
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that day, she was not garbed in red and 
She sat in her carriage all alone for once, her 
thick black hair coiffed into a thousand rippling curls that rose 


the procession 
white at all. 


up around her head like a diadem. A white lace mantilla. 
sparkling with silver, and edged with pearls, drooped down 
in shimmering waves around her milk white face with its long 
dark eyes and its wine-red mouth. 

But the thing which made a gasp go up on every side, as her 
carriage passed slowly by, was the robe she wore over her wide 
spreading gown—a robe of richest, most heavenly blue, a robe 
of velvet, soft to the eye as a humming-bird’s breast. It was 
embroidered with golden stars, and there was a band of gold 
about the hem. It was like a piece of summer sky fallen down 
to swathe her beauty; it was like a blue wave that has caught 
and held the richness of stars that came too near. It was the 
gift of her lover in Spain, Don Carlos Jimenez de Alcala. 

From the vantage of a doorstep Pedro José watched the 
procession come. He stood tall and erect above the crowding, 
milling throng, the scrap of a scarlet serape thrown across one 
shoulder in a trailing fold of vivid color. his head banded with 
woven blue and purple. The crimson winding of a sash made 
a jagged reflection of red in the polished surface of the guitar 
that rested in the curve of his waist and hip. He watched the 
gay excited throng with stoical Indian eyes. Mazatlan had not 
been kind to one who had but his guitar and a voice of mar- 
velous sweetness to offer. There were so many strolling singers. 
and this one, an Indio from the hills, by his dress and speech, 
did not know the latest love songs from Spain, or the gay, 
wicked ditties that made the women blvsh and giggle. True. 
he was young. and very handsome. There was something wist- 
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ful about him, a gentleness 
that pleased the women 
They sometimes stopped to 
listen to him—then to look 
at him. As they flung a 
small coin into the gourd he 
carried, they sighed a little. 
Porvida! Why did not God make as good looking the men one 
had to marry! 

Pedro José’s eyes were strange and sad, for all their youth. 
He had promised something so blithely, so confidently; he had 
left Irena with such surety that he would come back before 
the harvesting of the maize, bringing with him a robe of daz- 
zling beauty for the Virgin of the Mountains. 

“Santa, Santa, Santa!” The sweet voices of the young girls 
were singing as the statue, crimson enveloped, passed by. 

Pedro’s eyes, drawn by the murmurs of those around him. 
focused themselves on a carriage that came slowly, proudly, 
through a tumultuous lane of men who pressed up to the very 
wheels, looking up, crying out a name, begging for a smile— 

The carriage came abreast of him. And Pedro José drew a 
breath that was a gasp of wonder and reverence. 

“The robe! The robe of the Virgin! There! Oh. Madre de 
Dios, there is your robe, the one I promised you! That is the 
robe that I must bring you, for giving me back Irena’s life!” 

At that instant a red banner, hung from a balcony above, 
fluttered loose and fell like a huge crimson bat upon the arched 
necks of the horses. They squealed with terror and reared up. 
The liveried coachman shouted; the crowd shrieked and scat- 
tered. The horses twisted and kicked, and a long shuddering 


When Pedro José opened his eyes he saw that Dona 
Carmen Dolores was standing in the open doorway, 
watching him. She entered with the languorous, 
swaying step that was so characteristic of her, her 
head to one side, her dark eyes half closed and sensuous 


murmur of horror went up as 
the glinting carriage lurched 
violently to one side. Car- 
men Dolores screamed. Her 
arms went out, flaying the 
air, grasping at nothing. Then 
she fell forward. almost under 
the heels of the stamping. fear-maddened horses. 

For the fraction of a breath she knew the sickening cer- 
tainty of death. Then she was lifted. dragged upward, held 
close for an instant in two strong arms. And when she was 
set upon her feet, swaying a little unsteadily, it was to find 
herself leaning for support upon the arm of a tall young Indio, 
whose ardent gaze enveloped her like her star-spangled cloak. 


SHE could not know that he had saved not the woman, but 

the precious robe of his dreams. She managed to smile at 
him, nothing loathe to lean on his bronzed, sinewy arm. And 
even when her admirers came flocking about her, uttering cries 
and exclamations of thanksgiving, she did not draw away from 
her savior. Rather she looked about at the throng with a 
little curdling smile of disdain. 

“It is somewhat late, Senors, to molest yourselves as to my 
safety. This man is more to my liking, since he expresses 
his concern in deeds instead of empty words.” 

The gallants stared at the silent youth with the air of angry, 
baffled dogs. They began to make excuses, clamoring all at 
once. Carmen Dolores de la Luz held up her hand imperiously. 
She seemed to see Pedro’s guitar for the first time. 

“You are a musician?” she queried. [Continued on page 94] 
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It will be a real pleasure 
to find a Vassar girl in 
the bathroom, toying 
with a faucet and whis- 
tling happily at her work 


ANY young girls, after their graduation from college 

or finishing school, find themselves faced with the 
age-old problem of “What to do?” 

This is especially true of girls who have gone 
away to school from some small town and find, upon their 
return, that the old thrill of going down to Humbert’s for a 
banana split or to the Bijou to see John Gilbert has more or 
less vanished. And even for girls in the large cities there are 
many, many days and nights when they wish that they were 
back at school, or even that Leo would call up, or that the 
business of being an educated but unmarried woman was not 
quite such a——bore. 

Now, fortunately, there is no reason for all this. The 
answer to the above mentioned unhappiness is simple. All 
that any girl needs in order to keep her days and nights com- 
pletely occupied is to go to work to find some business or 
profession at which she is particularly adept and then “make 
good.” And she will soon find that that old tired feeling has 
completely vanished. 

“But,” you may exclaim, “how can I go to work? All of 
the jobs open to women have been filled long ago. I've tried 
interior decorating and ‘quainte shoppes’ and ‘chez ye olde 
book end’ and at ye sign of the trés chic—de—* without the 


* Popular French term slipped in by author and deleted by ye olde tres chic ed 
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Some Valuable Misin- 

formation for Edu- 

cated Girls Who Want 

to Make Their Way 
in the World 


slightest success. The field is overcrowded; 
there are fifty girls for every one job.” 

My dear young lady, you are mistaken. 
Never were there so many opportunities 
for bright girls as today. Never have 
there been so many occupations which cry 
for a helping feminine hand. Never have 
the chances for a college or Junior League 
girl been so favorable. 

For example, plumbing. One can almost 
count on the fingers of one hand the num- 
ber of college girls in plumbing. And 
never was there an industry that so needed 
a lighter touch. 

As I think of what it would mean to 
be able to have a Vassar girl whistling 
merrily away in the bathroom as she 
straightened out that slight difficulty with 
the hot-water faucet—as I conjure up 
the possibilities for service to mankind in 
this one particular field—I am appalled 
that no one has thought of this before. 
And it strikes me as peculiarly strange 
that in not one of our women’s colleges is 
there a course even in rudimentary plumb- 
ing, especially as most of the college girls 
I know would make such wonderful 
plumbers, too. 

Then take bootlegging. The trouble with bootlegging to- 
day is that, like politics, it attracts only the lower elements 
of society. Almost as few college graduates enter bootlegging 
today as they do the House of Representatives. Here is a 
challenge for girls of the better classes—girls with character 
and ideals. 

Why not clean up the bootlegging profession—not by sneer- 
ing at it from without, but by plunging boldly in and making it 
as honorable as, for example, the law. More honorable, in 
fact. 

If men like “Al” Capone found that their places were being 
taken by intelligent members of the Junior League they would 
soon give up their evil ways. There would be more shaving 
and less shooting. Bootleggers would no longer be distin- 
guished by the cut of their tuxedos or the jewelry on their 
wives. 


HEY would buy their guns at Brooks Brothers and send 
their children to Miss Spence’s. Their voices would soften 
and their interest in the Little Theater Movement would grow. 
Their obituaries would read: 
“All the North Shore colony is mourning the unexpected 
death of J. Stuyvesant (Ike the Wop) Corrone, at his summer 
place near Westbury, L. L., last Tuesday. 
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“Mr. Corrone is one of the best known bootleggers 
and polo players on Long Island and is also well re- 
membered for his Tuesday morning musicals which 
have become an institution among the elite. 

“Little is known as to the cause of his death but it 
is supposed that he was ‘taken for a ride’ by the mem- 
bers of the Meadowbrook Polo Team against whom 
Corrone was to have played next Saturday in the 
finals of the Westbury challenge cup. 

“He is survived by his wife, the former Duchesse 
d’Hautreville, and by his son, Reginald, a senior at 
Harvard. His clubs were Knickerbocker, Racquet and 
Tennis, Union, Brook, and Piping Rock.” 


O MUCH for bootlegging. Then take the profession 

of sitting on flagpoles. Or, even better, the job of 
fireman. How many women today are to be found 
on hook-and-ladders? Very few, I might add. And 
why? Merely an old prejudice which I hope to see 
overturned. I can think of nothing finer, were I in a 
burning building, than to be rescued by a girl with 
whom I had something in common. 

When the average fireman rescues you today, what 
in the world is there for you and he to talk about as 
he carries you down the ladder? Baseball, perhaps, or 
the latest torch murder—subjects (especially the latter) 
which may be interesting to firemen, but certainly not 
to you. So all the interminable way down the ladder 
you are forced to preserve a rather dull silence, and you 
are actually glad when the whole thing is over. But 
supposing that through your window, in the midst of 
the raging flames, appeared the face of a girl with 


And then—there are other charming and lucrative pro- 
fessions which have grown with the trend of the times 


A real hot conversation about Freud would 
make any pajamaed man forget a fire 


horn-rimmed spectacles hiding her limpid eyes. 

“T’ve come to rescue you,” she says. “What do you 
think of ‘Strange Interlude’?” 

“I don’t like it nearly as well as that other one,” I 
reply, getting into her arms. “You know the one I 
mean—about the sea.” 

‘*Anna Christie’?” she says, starting down the ladder. 
“Well, the first act was good.” 

“Wasn't it?” I agree. “Say, why don’t you let me 
carry you for a while? I must be pretty heavy.” 

“Oh, I don’t mind it,” she replies. “I rowed on the 
Wellesley crew back in °25.” 

“T thought I’d seen you somewhere,” I say, more as 
a compliment than anything else. 

“And besides,” she continues, “it’s so nice to find some 
one with whom you can talk about things. Most of 
the people I rescue are such awful morons.” 

“Tschk, tschk,” I tschk sympathetically, “I know just 
how you feel.” 

By this time we are nearing the ground. 

“Tell me,” I ask eagerly, “can you honestly make any- 
thing out of ‘Ulysses’?” 

“Joyce,” she begins and her feet touch solid earth. 

“TI can’t believe we're here [Continued on page 98] 
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Even an Ugly Duckling Has Her Dreams. 
This Is How Fulfilment Came to Laura, the Fourth of the 


Come True. 


DOROTHY 


BLACK 


AURA was the devoted daughter of 
Mrs. Champneys. She never 
started to live until she was 
forty, because the Lord spared 

Mrs. Champneys until that time. In 
a small cottage abutting on to the York- 
shire moors, Laura ministered to her 
mother, and her mother in return gave 
her many snubs and a lot of free criti- 
cisms, for she felt young people ought 
to be kept in their place. She wasn't 
going to have her girl grow into one 
of the painted and powdered pieces you 
saw all around Ilkley. Mrs. Champ- 
neys had in her mind a clearly defined 
picture of a good woman, and merci- 
lessly she crushed Laura into the pat- 
tern thereof. 

Once, for a short time 
War, Laura almost escaped. She went 
to take a nursing course at the Leeds 
Hospital, so that if the Germans ever 
captured Leeds, she could make herself 
useful. And there, in the hospital, she 
met young George Formby. He was a 
doctor. He knew beauty to be but skin 
deep, and he looked on Laura kindly 

Oh, halcyon days of stolen teas in tea shops, romantic rides 
on trams! Once he even went so far as to take her to the 
pictures, where he held her hand tenaciously through an 
eight reeler 
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during the 


the Dreams 


And, Sometimes, 


But Mrs. Champneys came to hear of these 
goings on, and Laura was at once recalled 
to the cottage on the moor, where Mrs 


Champneys, realizing she would be left to enjoy her ill health 
single-handed if Laura left her and went off, read her a lec- 
ture on modest behavior that left 
for a week 

Young George was not one to give in lightly. 


Laura mantled in blushes 


For a while 
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Every susceptible man needs a feminine confidante 
and Major Morphiston wisely chose the sympa- 
thetic Laura to fill this difficult role for him 


he persevered, calling on his spare afternoons at the cottage 
on the moors, although it was most inconveniently placed for 
him. He hardly got any time with Laura when he did arrive. 
through having to catch the five-forty home again or miss his 
dinner. Mrs. Champneys was more than cold with him, and 
made a point of never offering him refreshment of any kind. 
Laura was tongue-tied and embarrassed before her mother, 
always wondering what sinister motive would be attributed 
to her most innocent gesture or remark. But what finally ended 
the romance was a different and entirely mundane matter. 
They took off the five-forty train, thus completely altering 
the course of two lives. The doctor could now not possibly 
get back for dinner, so he stopped his visits to the cottage 
on the moors altogether. He was sad. He saw in Laura a 
wonderful capacity for devotion, and pleasing appreciation for 
small kindnesses. 

He consoled himself with the thought that as time went on 
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she would probably grow very like her mother. The follow- 
ing year he married one of the hospital sisters. Laura saw 
the announcement quite by chance, in a piece of newspaper, 
wrapping two kippers she was retrieving from the grocer’s 
for her mother’s tea. She cried a little, and said to herself, 
“Things go like that, don’t they?” 

She never forgot him. She nursed the memory that some 
man had actually cared enough to come all the way from 
Leeds to Ilkley to see her, salve against her own sad knowl- 
edge of herself. She had one of those long faces that in- 
evitably remind even the kindest hearted of a horse. And 
she dressed, until the fortieth year of her age, in garments 
Mrs. Champneys called modest. 

Sometimes it seemed to her that life would go on intermin- 
ably, just in filling hot bottles, making gruel, retrieving kip- 
pers when Mrs. Champneys felt like something tasty, and 
pushing the wheeled chair up the moor side. However, she 
did not see that she could do anything about it. It was her 
duty, as plain as plain. 
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Things are like that, aren't they?” said Laura once more 
to herself 
The longest lane has a turning and the darkest night comes 


at length to daybreak. The life Mrs. Champneys had so care- 
fully preserved failed her suddenly in the middle of a Febru- 
iry night. With her last breath she pitched into Laura for not 
having hot water handy 

When the funeral was over, Laura found herself for the 
first time in her life with spare time and a little ready cash. 
She hadn't the first idea what to do with either 

In the end she went back to the hospital in Leeds, and fin- 
ished her training. There, it was, her chance came 

One morning the matron sent for her 

How would you like to go to Rangoon, Sister?” 

Laura looked vague, trying to picture the map of the 
world, and out of its complications disinter Rangoon. She 
said, “I'd never rightly considered such a thing, Matron.” 

“Naturally you hadn't.” the matron spoke a trifle impa- 
tiently. She had a six-cylinder mind, which moved quickly, 
and like all such folk, she found it hard to bear with the 
smaller two-cylinder kind, which serve you well as long as 
they are not hurried. “How could you have considered it, 


when I only had the application myself, this morning. I 
thought of you, because there isn't much prospect of ad- 
vancement for you here, because you came so late. The pay 


out East is good. You'd get your passage paid, quarters, and 
uniform. I'd jump at it, in your place.” 

“Well, now! Id like a little time to consider it, 
before I decide.” 

You'd better bloss up, then. A dozen girls will jump at 
the prospect. A sea voyage, and what’s more, a chance to 
get settled in life. The last three we've sent East have mar- 
ried. Women aren't as plentiful there, as they are in Leeds, 
Sister, and men can’t pick and choose. There’s many a girl 
has settled, out there, who didn’t—who hasn’t—who probably 
wouldn't at home—" said the matron, stumbling a little in 
her effort not to be brutal 

Marriage! Laura had almost given up ever thinking of such 
a thing, since they took off the five-forty train. But some- 
where at the back of her mind, there was still a picture of 
comesticity, and somebody to look after. Some one she could 
be of use to, who would reward her, not with criticism, but 
little affection. 


Matron, 


with a 


O Laura decided to go, not but what, she said, you could 

have knocked her down with a feather, such a thing hap- 
pening to her. But then, said she to herself, “Life's like that, 
isnt it? 

She was terrified of whales, shipwreck, and albatross, also 
pirates, with whom she had read the tropical seas were rid- 
dled. But she clenched her teeth and bought a cabin trunk, 
and only hoped the purser did not notice her lips shaking 
with terror when he took her ticket 

He was quite the handsomest young man she had ever 
seen, as he stood there in his blue uniform with its gold 
braid. And he was so extremely nice and attentive, that for 
one wild moment Laura wondered whether she could possibly 
have made a conquest already. It was a long time since any 
man had been so courteous and attentive. On the way to 
her cabin, however, it dawned upon her that he was probably 
paid to be. She took herself to task quite severely, forseeing 
she would not enjoy the voyage much if she started off with 
wild hopes of that sort 

“Life's not like that,” said Laura, sadly 

The S.S. Royalshire was empty, for it was an out-of-season 
trip. The fashionable and wealthy do not travel before Octo- 
ber, save for urgent reasons. There were a lot of very young 
men going East for the first time, all remarkably alike. There 
were several very nice looking women. Mrs. Duvesant, with 
magnificent pearls and an adoring husband. Jean Adair, with 
a painted mouth. Fenella Quayle, a wild young thing. Maris 
Templeton, a real swell who walked with her nose in the 
air, too proud to talk to any of them Laura had a shrewd 
idea what her mother would have said about the lot of them. 

But the funny part was, most of them had beaux from the 
very day they left port. The only person no one took any 
notice of was Laura herself, dressed in modest garments, 
surely a nice woman, if ever there was one. She drifted to 
the end of one of the tables in the dining salon, where a deaf 
old gentleman seated himself at her other side and so cut her 
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For two days she 


off from all communication with the world 
hung miserably about the decks, hoping some one would speak 


to her. She haunted the outskirts of every game, hoping 
some one would invite her to join. 
They never did. 


NE day, as she leaned against the rail, watching the foam 

in the wake of the ship make white lace upon the face of 
the water, Mrs. MacMorrison, the clergyman’s wife, came up 
to her 

“I wonder if you are Sister Champneys, going to Rangoon.” 

She was a round, shabby little woman, but she had a nice 
face and a wonderful smile. On the dreariest day, it quite 
cheered one to come across Mrs. MacMorrison, smiling away 
over difficulties on the lower deck. 

Laura wondered whatever Mrs. MacMorrison could know 
about her, the Champneys claims to fame being few as they 
were 

“Mr. Gordon, the purser, told me you were traveling alone, 
and he said, if I asked you, you would probably be willing 
to give me a hand with David—just occasionally. It’s bath- 
ing him I find so trying—just now. I'd be quite willing to 
pay something—” 

Laura’s long face turned crimson— She wondered how 
it was people knew at a glance whom they could offer pay- 
ments to. She said, stammering, “Certainly I'll help you. 
But I don’t want payment. I've nothing to do. I like chil- 
dren— I'll mind him afternoons for you. Then you can 
get a nap. I got out of the way of sleeping in the afternoon. 
You don’t get much chance, in hospitals.” 

So now, her long-looked-forward-to-leisure, was cumbered 
by a stout child. 

“Things are like that, aren’t they?” thought Laura, sor- 
rowfully. You just found yourself up to the neck in responsi- 
bility without thinking where you were. 

David MacMorrison, however, proved to be Laura’s intro- 
duction to the ship. Indeed, like the five-forty train, he 
played a larger part in her life than anybody ever realized. 
He was friendly and stout, given to blowing large bubbles, and 
people came to applaud his prowess in this nursery sport, and 
to say kind words to him, and so dropped into conversation 
with Laura. And meeting her afterwards alone on deck they 
would say good morning, or good evening to her, thus thrilling 
her to the marrow, and once Major Morphiston, feeling ener- 
getic at a time when nobody else was about, invited her to 
play deck quoits with him. 


ND so began her friendship with Major Morphiston. 

He was tall, brown and soldierly. He was the sort of 
man women like, because he looks hard as nails. But it ap- 
peared most of his service had been spent on sick leave, nor 
was there a disease, tropical or otherwise, Major Morphiston 
had not had. Now he was returning to duty presumably 
recovered from his last complaint. But short acquaintance 
with Major Morphiston revealed the fact that all was not 
well with him. Either his tummy was all to pieces, or he 
was blown up, or his wounds were throbbing, or his right 
leg had completely failed him. 

As her acquaintance with him ripened, Laura realized that 
perhaps the weakest spot of all was where he least suspected. 
His heart. From the first day, Major Morphiston was the 
victim of the charms of some one. He started with Jean Adair. 

All the way from Liverpool he adored Jean Adair. Finding 
Laura kind, and sympathetic, he proceeded to make a confidante 
of her with that astonishing rapidity only possible at sea. 

“I mean to marry. I want to marry,” he told her. “My 
only difficulty is in deciding. Ah, Miss Champneys, you can- 
not guess at the complications and difficulties of a man’s life.” 

He was quite right there. 

He invited Laura’s opinion of Jean. Laura gave it, tem- 
pering it kindly for him, for in her own heart, she was con- 
vinced Jean was a fast thing. If she were encouraging Major 
Morphiston all he said she was, why had Laura seen her 
flirting with David Field? She had seen, also, the look in 
David’s eyes when he watched her, and been as thrilled by 
it as if it had been for herself. 

Yet here was Major Morphiston pacing the upper deck 
beside her, the night around them an indigo bowl in which 
the stars floated like goldfish, saying, “And the little woman 
was attracted by me from the moment our eyes met. A man 
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always knows, Miss Champneys. His instinct tells him. I 
hope I don’t bore you, but it is such a comfort to have some 
one understanding, some one with experience, to confide in.” 

Laura was quite overwhelmed. “Do I seem like that to 
him? Well, now,” she thought, “you wouldn’t have supposed 
it. would you?” 

“I have been handicapped all my life with ill health,’ Major 
Morphiston ran on. “At one time I was just getting fond of 
a girl in Jubblepore. Lots of money. Charming child. 
Cholera seized me. They gave me up for lost, and naturally 
she got engaged to some one else. I came out of the hos- 
pital the day of the wedding. A very bad turn I had. My 
tummy has been all to pieces ever since.” 

Laura, trained hospital nurse as she was, still had difficulty 
in regarding the tummy as a topic for polite and general 
conversation. But as it appeared to be quite the thing to do 
upon the Royalshire, she struggled with it, trying not to won- 
der what Mrs. Champneys would have said, could she hear 
her only daughter discussing such a thing with a gentleman. 

On a still hot day in the Suez Canal, she was busy with 
David's underwear at the electric iron which a kind company 
provides for the convenience of its lady passengers, and there 
she heard Mrs. MacMorrison talking to Fenella. 

“They haven't given it out, but I am sure they are engaged.” 

Laura’s being so flooded with emotion that she scorched 
the seat of David's pants which she was pressing that morning. 

“Is it Mrs. Adair and 


Major Morphiston?” she ™ 
asked tremulously. - o 
They laughed at her geni- \ 
ally. 

Fenella said, “Good gra- 


cious, no. Mrs. Adair and 
David Field. You must have 
noticed them.” 

Laura finished her ironing, oy] 
her heart heavy for her 
friend. What bitter disap : j 
pointment. Jean was too 
prodigal with her favors and 
smiles. Women hadnt any 


It was a still, hot day, and the ship was in 
the Suez Canal, when Laura—busy at the 
electric iron—heard Fenella saying that 
Jean had, beyond doubt, rejected the Major 


right to do that sort of thing. Breaking hearts! What could 
she say to him, for she was sure he would bring his grief 
to her. 


HE did not see him that night, because David had colic 

to which she had to turn her professional hand. They 
next met the following evening. Major Morphiston seemed 
quite his old self. She asked him how he was. 

He replied, “Blown up. Blown up. But it’s my own fault, 
dear lady, for eating crab.” 

“He can't be too sad, if that’s what’s uppermost in his 
mind, can he?” thought Laura. Presently she wondered with 
horror, if it were possible the news had not reached his ears 
at all and hers was to be the task of breaking it. 

Gently she broached the subject. To her surprise Major 
Morphiston seemed to know all. He remained quite calm. 

“Very suitable, I think. She is a pretty woman, but hardly 
my type. Rather common, | think. Breeding always appeals 
more to me. . Have you noticed Miss Templeton? Such 
a fine high-bred face. And such a charming name—Maris.” 

He invited Laura’s opinion. Laura gave it to him. She 
thought Maris good looking, but rather proud. 

“IT admire pride,” said Major Morphiston, firmly. “She 
has not looked my way yet. But she will.” 

He laughed, and rearranged his moustache. 

“Well,” thought Laura, prepared now for almost anything. 

‘He must know himself, mustn't he?” 


HAT romance was of short duration. At 
Suez a Captain Belton came on board. 


: Very tall and brown, with a quick white 
’ smile. And the very next day, coming up 

= early from lunch, Laura found him sitting 
‘ on deck with Maris Templeton, the two of 


them already thick as thieves. Heard him 
saying, “As soon as I came on board and saw 
you, I knew—” 

After that he never left her side, and it 
was obvious Major Morphiston wouldn’t have 
an earthly chance. Very conveniently he 
switched his [Continued on page 116| 


sor- 
tro- 
he 
and 
10n >. 
m- ~ 4 
or ‘9 
er 
ck 
ch 
in 
35 
‘ 


ppt Werd 


Drawing by John Held, Jr. 


WHEN A FELLOW NEEDS A FRIEND 


When perfume is subtle, When blues drown the thoughts 
When pursed lips are near— In a young fellow’s head, 
The voice of a conscience It’s hard to remember 


Is so hard to hear! The things mother said! 
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A Baked Ham, a Loaf of Bread and a 
Coffee Pot Started One Girl in Business 


Making Money 


Under 


Wall Street 


UCCESS in marriage once was re- By 


HENRIETTA 
GEE 


garded as the greatest triumph in 

a woman’s life; nowadays there often 

is an urge to supplement it with 
achievement in business, but few and 
courageous are the women who identify 
themselves with one gentleman in both 
enterprises. 

Mrs. Mildred Johnson, co-partner with 
her husband, Rowland Johnson, of the Green Line Sandwich 
Shops, Inc., of New York City, has found that domestic com- 
patibility is an excellent foundation upon which to build that 
fragile relationship—the business partnership. 

For ten years she and her husband, both of them still 
in their thirties, have tested this theory and today they have 
a profitable business in Wall Street and a multitude of friends 
down there who envy them the technique of living which 
they have evolved 

‘My mother once told me that all my brains had gone to 
my heels,” said Mrs. Johnson, “and certainly before my mar- 
riage I had little to my credit except the total amount of 
energy I had expended dancing at charity bazaars given by 
my social set in Philadelphia.” 

However, when Mrs. Johnson was married to a young 
man whose business assets consisted solely of a college de- 
gree in chemistry and war-time experience in a smokeless 
powder factory, she had to concentrate on just what they 
could do to combat joblessness in New York. 

“We knew good food because we had been brought up 
in homes where good food was served,” said Mrs. Johnson. “We 
also knew that down in the financial district people were in 
such a hurry that they resorted to indifferent lunches at soda 
fountains rather than better meals, carefully served in restau- 
rants. We knew that we could give them home-made sand- 
wiches that would taste better than any one else’s, and that 
we could serve them speedily, so we decided to open a shop. 
We were able to get together just enough money to pay the 
rent on the cubby hole which we fitted out down in the 
subway station at Number One Wall Street.” 


T WAS Mrs. Johnson who saw the possibilities of this tiny 

basement passageway, occupied by a barber shop, a news- 
stand, and a messenger service. The messenger service wasn’t 
paying, and it was its space that Mrs. Johnson secured. 

“A friend who is prominent in Boston society was visiting 
me over that week-end,” said Mrs. Johnson, “‘and because I 
had to paint my shop and had no time nor money to provide 
entertainment for her while I was doing it, I took her along. 
While I painted the walls, she was down on her knees scrub- 


Mildred Johnson of the Green 
Line Sandwich Shops, Inc. 


bing the floor of our part of the subway 
station. Next morning my husband and | 
bought a whole roast ham, some loaves of 
bread and pats of butter, made some hot 
coffee, and lay in wait for the hungry 
people who had rushed off to work with- 
out breakfast.” 

For two years Mr. and Mrs. Johnson 
; worked together behind that counter, mak- 
ing sandwiches which the customers had ordered. Their food 
was superior, their location fortunate, and their charm of 
personality brought many customers to their shop. It be- 
gan to be said of them that while other people made money 
- Wall Street, the Johnsons were making money under Wall 
treet. 


HEIR lease became valuable, and their customers be- 

came habitués, but this did not lessen the fatigue of 
standing long hours in a tiny cubby hole, working under 
artificial light, listening to the subway roar past, and making 
sandwiches at maximum speed. When the business had 
grown to such a size that more help was imperative, Mrs. 
Johnson laid down a policy which has been a contributing 
factor in the development of the Green Line Sandwich Shops. 
She decided that she would never employ any one with whom 
she could not work on terms of perfect friendliness and 
equality. This standard she has adhered to in choosing the 
one hundred and thirty-five employees who today are work- 
ing behind the counters and in the kitchens of the shops. 

As a result of this policy there is an air of friendliness and 
good will about the shops. So great is her confidence in “our 
gang” that during the third year the business was in opera- 
tion—a period considered the most critical in a new business— 
Mrs. Johnson went with her husband on a trip that lasted five 
months. 

“It is true that we kept in touch with the office by letter and 
by wire, but inasmuch as I was in Panama, there is little 
doubt of my confidence in the loyalty and judgment of our 
people at home. The success of this trip led us to set aside 
two months of every year for a vacation. Last year we went 
from the heat of lower Manhattan to the cool shores of 
Nova Scotia, along the Bay of Fundy; this year our vacation 
during the early spring was spent in Havana. 

“Our plan now is to spend four months of each year in 
our Park Avenue apartment, four months on our farm in the 
New Jersey hills, and four months traveling,” said Mrs. John- 
son. “We can keep in close touch with our business in this 
way, and while we may not make as much money as if we 
were at work down town every day, [Continued on page 126] 
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HORTLY before midnight, Kara Vania rose quietly from 
her place at a roulette table in the Salle Privé, tossed 
another thousand franc plaque toward the admiring 
croupier, and strolled with casual unconcern out of the 

Casino. 

Behind her swirled an excited hum of conversation and 
speculation. Four times in as many hours she had broken the 
bank. For three weeks her run of luck had been nothing short 
of spectacular. Tonight’s play had capped the climax. 

Out in the open, electing to walk the short distance to Cecil’s 
bar, Kara Vania was disinterestedly aware of the furor left in 
her wake. It was really just part of the game. In the mesh 
bag hanging from her arm, sending golden shimmers through 
the soft Riviera moonlight, were some seven hundred thousand 
francs in notes and the Casino’s check for as many more 
That, too, was but part of the game—a game that, somehow, 
didn’t interest her. Not half as much as the glass of Chateau 
Yquem and the sandwich that shortly she intended to have. 

She sighed softly as she entered Cecil’s. She was, she told 
herself, becoming bored. 

She felt sunk 

Dale Carruthers started doggedly on his twelfth highball 
since dinner. Wearily he attempted again the hopeless task of 
fixing his mind on nothing at all, of escaping, even momen- 
tarily, the turmoil of his own emotions. He had long since 
passed the point where he felt sorry for himself; had passed, 
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he assured himself, the point where he felt anything at all 
Yet that he knew was a lie—another lie added to the many that 
had gone before 

Somewhere along the Riviera his wife was dining and 
dancing with another man. As she had done the night be- 
fore—the week before—as doubtlessly she would continue to 
do in the weeks to come, and the weeks that lay beyond 
those 

And also somewhere along the Riviera—in the rooms of the 
Casino, to be exact—the last of his hopes had failed him. 

He was aware dimly of a waiter standing over him. 

“If Monsieur would not mind sharing his table,” 
was saying—'‘‘the room, as you see, it is crowded.” 

Carruthers made a vague gesture of consent and looked up. 
Mechanically he rose. 

“But certainly— 

\ woman seated herself. 
was struck by the amazing beauty of her. 
turned to the glass before him. 

He heard the waiter depart with her order and the faint 
click of her cigarette case as it was opened. Then— 

“If I might bother Monsieur for a light—”’ 

Her voice fell in cool, soft cadences. He thumbed his 
briquet into flame and, with a hand that trembled slightly, 
handed it across the table. 

Conscious of her eyes resting speculatively upon him and 
upon his shaking hand, he murmured faintly, “I am sorry.” 

Sorry?” 

He gestured aimlessly toward his glass, avoiding her glance. 

“T shall be leaving in a moment,” he said 

Kara Vania studied her companion silently. A rather fine 
face, she decided at length, despite the drawn, white features, 
despite the sunken eyes, bloodshot now in batik fashion. She 
looked again at the quivering fingers toying with the briquet. 

“You are apologizing,” she suggested at last, softly, “for 
having—how do you Americans say—having had one too 
many?” 

He nodded 

“There is no need.” 
more than a boy. 

He looked up suddenly. 

“It won't happen again,” he said, tonelessly 

Kara Vania sipped experimentally her wine and then, stirred 
by some vague impulse, said, “Why?” 


the man 


Carruthers, looking at her briefly. 
Then his gaze re- 


He wasn’t, Kara Vania reflected, much 


E SHRUGGED his shoulders, as if he regretted having 
spoken. “It just won't. That’s all.” 
“T see.” 
Silence settled over the table. 
Kara Vania finished her sandwich and her wine and signalled 
a passing waiter to refill her glass. Again she fitted a cigarette 


into the jade holder and again she said, “If I might bother, 
Monsieur—” 
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Her cigarette alight, she continued, “Is it that Monsieur is 
melancholy because he has lost—pessibly—at the Casino?” 

“No. I lost. But that was nothing. A last chance—” 

His words trailed off 

Kara Vania waited patiently. She knew life. She knew 
men. And she knew, too, the effect of many whiskeys. And 
so, before he quite realized it himself, Dale Carruthers was 
pouring out to her his story—a poor man married to a rich 
woman—and a love that had become confused by the flood of 
gold. 

“We thought the money wouldn’t matter,” he said. “She 
still thinks so. But it does.” 

“Always,” said Kara Vania. 

“She doesn’t seem content with me alone as she was at first. 
She’s lost her love for me—her respect—something.” 

“And you tried to forget with-—” she indicated his glass— 
“that and the Casino.” 

“The Casino was a chance in a thousand. I hoped that I 
might, with the little I had, win enough to—” 

“Yes?” 

“to take her and say, ‘Here is what I have cost you. 
From now on, instead of you supporting me, I am going to 
support you.’ It was a gamble—a last chance.” 

“And now?” 

“T told her tonight that if she went out with the man she 
was with that she wouldn’t find me when she got back.” 

“And she went?” 


E NODDED. Suddenly he looked at her as though he 
were seeing her for the first time. 
“I’m sorry.” 
“Again?” She smiled. 
“I didn’t mean to bore you with all this.” 
He threw a hundred franc note on the table and rose un- 
steadily to his feet. “If you'll pardon me. Good night.” 
Kara Vania reached out her hand and rested it on his arm. 
“You leave so quickly?” 
“IT must.” 
She looked at him steadily. 
“Is there so great a need for haste?” 
He remained standing, silent, unsteady. Gently she in- 
fluenced him back toward his chair. 
“IT am very lonely,” she said, softly. “You must be tired 
And you must be kind to me.” Again he was seated. “And 
have another drink with me? I do not like to drink alone.” 


“Iam not a woman,” said Kara Vania, 
“I am a thousand women in one” 


When Dale Carruthers awakened he lay for a long time 
in bed trying to collect his scattered impressions of the 
night before. He remembered being at Cecil’s and there was 
a foggy recollection of a strikingly beautiful woman. It 
amazed him vaguely that he was alive. He hadn’t, as he 
recalled, intended to be 

Through the half light he looked around the room. An un- 
familiar room. About everything there was a sense of un- 
reality—about everything, that is, except his mouth. It was 
hot and dry. He reached for the water carafe by the 
bedside. 

He fell into a light doze and awakened again to find sun- 
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light pouring into the room. For seconds he blinked 
rapidly in its dazzling brilliance and then, his eyes 
at last focusing, they remained open in round amaze- 

ent, staring at the figure before him. 

Good morning,” it said 
morning,’ Dale heard his own voice an- 
swer, automatically. He closed his eyes for a mo- 

ent, opened them again, and the vision was gone 

\bruptly he sat up. Swiftly he flung himself out 
of bed, and as swiftly back in again. In that brief 
instant he had had time to survey himself—to dis- 
cover that he was clad in diaphanous pajamas of 
black silk, edged in burnt orange. In the same tone 
of burnt orange the name “Kara” was embroidered 
on a breast pocket 

Weakly he sank back on his pillow. 

A door opened and there entered his lady of the 


Good 


night before. Now he remembered. And 
with a rush those last hours at Cecil's 
came back to him. After that, however, 


there was still a blank 

She paused at the foot of his bed, smil- 
ing down at him with lips that curved 
whimsically and eyes that were neither 
gray nor green but the color of the sea 
beneath clouds and deep with the wisdom 
of ages. 

“You are 
mon ami?” 

“Ever so much, thank you.” 


feeling better this morning, 


Her smile broadened slightly. She 
moved around the foot board and sat 
down. Dale saw with vague alarm that 


she was in negligée—a fragile cloud of 
sea green and orchid chiffon. He was con- 
scious of the ivory curve of her slender 
arms as she moved them to light a ciga- 


rette. He set his gaze firmly on the ceiling. 
With a soft ripple of a laugh, Kara 
Vania handed him a lighted cigarette 


You are a funny boy,” she said. 

He looked at her blankly 

“But a nice boy.” 

She settled back and recrossed her legs, executing a perfect 
smoke ring. “I think,” she said, slowly, “that I shall take you 
away today.” 

He sat up quickly. 


t fae Cagnes. It is pleasant there—a small place, and very 
quiet. I am quite bored with Monte Carlo.” 

But look here!” 

I look.” 

‘I can’t go away with you!” 

‘No?” 

“I'm a married man.” 

We will not tell your wife.” 

But—”’ 

Kara Vania laughed 

“Last night,” she said, “you had left your wife for good— 
or she had left you—or something of the sort.” 

“Please!” 

‘And you had failed in what you called your last gamble.” 

He said nothing 

And then, my friend, you attempted so foolishly to end 
vour life. Remember?” 

There came back to him a dreamlike memory. He shud- 
dered. Her hand fell on his shoulder 

‘I was expecting it,” she said simply. 

“Why do you bother with me?” 

“Why not? Well, will you get ready?” 

“What?” 

‘We are going.” 

“But how can I and be honest?” 

“To your wife?” 

“To you. You must understand—” 

“I do. Perfectly. It is you who fail to understand. 
are much in love with your wife, are you not?” 

“And you want her back again.” 

“If I could have her as she was once.” 


You 
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said Kara 
Vania, softly, “‘and you are very 


“I am very lonely,” 


tired. . . And,” she sighed, 
“you must be kind to me. Ido 
not like to be alone. Do you?” 


“It is worth, is it not, another gamble?” 

“There is still a chance?” 

“If you will do as I say. Well?” 

“All right,” he said. 

Relaxed luxuriously in the warm fragrance of her bath, 
Kara Vania wondered if she herself quite understood. 

She knew herself—knew only too well that she was a crea- 
ture of moods and whims and wayward impulses. Yet that 
alone was not quite sufficient to explain her sudden interest in 
the tangled affairs of Dale Carruthers. Could it be that he 
had awakened some emotion long kept guarded within her? 
That he was the reincarnation of a buried romance? Or that 
she was simply bored. 

Suddenly she remembered the time—seven—eight years be- 
fore when she herself had stood at the brink from which she 
had caught him back. Then she had been—well, it didn’t 
matter. Now, she was Kara Vania. 

Once she had been—somebody else. And men had—but 
what did it matter? Now it was Kara Vania who played. 


HE found Dale Carruthers enjoying his petite dejeuner in 
the cool shade of the hotel gardens. It was their third 
morning at Cagnes. 

“You look,”’ she told him, sinking into the chair he arranged 
for her, “a thousand times better, my friend. Our little holiday 
has done you good.” 

“Thanks to you.” He smiled at her, quickly. “Although 
it’s all still pretty much of a mystery to me.” 

“Shall we solve a bit of it, then?” She concentrated for 
a moment on the blue haze of smoke rising from her cigarette, 
while he waited. “I told you, did I not, that I would help 
you. Well, I keep my promise. But first it is necessary that 
I teach you something about women and something about 
yourself.” 

“Myself?” 

“C’est ca. About you I already know more than a little. 
For once, more years ago than I now care to think of, I had 
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a—a friend who was of a type with you. Very much like you.” 

“Yes?” he prompted. 

She looked back at him with eyes grown slightly misty. 
“Suppose,” she said, “that I speak of women, instead, for a 
moment. Later we will return to you. I—I had rather for- 
gotten that one can remember so much. 

“There are, mon ami, two kinds of women. Natural and 
civilized. The first wants only to have, and to love, a man. 
We forget them. It is the second that interests us now. For 
it is one of these that is your wife.” 

He nodded. 

“And this—this woman of today is a strange creature. She 
wants many things and knows so little of the things she wants! 
She talks so much about so many things! And knows so little 
about any of them! You see,” she smiled, “I give away to 
you the secrets of my sex. She wants to be loved, this woman. 
That she knows. But she wants as well to love. And that is 
something that, often, she is unaware of. And that, mon ami, 
is why you—your type—is unfortunate.” 


He looked at her with puzzled frown. 

“I will tell you another secret,” she 
went on. “It is easier to become a lover 
than to keep a wife. A perfect marriage 
is a far more difficult affair than the most 
difficult of seductions. And once you are 
married, nothing leads to the inconstancy 
of one so much as the utter constancy of 
the other—nothing promotes faithlessness 
so much as faithfulness.” 

“That doesn’t sound very encouraging.” 

“The truth so seldom does. Yet it is 
obvious enough, is it not? Take your case.” 

“But my wife—” 

“Is no longer interested in you. That 
you told me. Shall I tell you why?” 

“You know?” 

“T think I do. If you are as much like 
the one you remind me of as I believe, 
then I am sure that I do.” 

Kara Vania lighted a fresh cigarette and 
leaned back, gazing at Dale through half- 
closed eyes. 

“IT shall embarrass you, perhaps. But it 
is necessary.” She paused. “You are, my 
friend, but one thing—first and last.” 

“And that is?” 

“A lover.” 

He looked at her blankly. 

“What?” 

“A lover. I mean by that—when you 
love, you love heart and soul. It becomes 
to you the beginning of all things and the 
end. You love with passion—tenderness— 
understanding. The whims of the one you 
love become your law. You love blindly. 
devotedly, entirely—giving all, demanding 
nothing—nothing, that is, but that your 
love be desired and accepted. Am I not 
correct?” 


ND. as Carruthers sat lost in emotions 

stirred by her words, she continued, 
“You needn’t answer. I know that I am. 
You, my friend, are what so many women 
long vaguely and hopelessly for through- 
out a lifetime. And what so few may ever 
hope to have—the perfect lover. And the 
few women who do get you—men like you 
—become so very stupid and careless with 
the priceless gift that Je bon Dieu to them 
has given! Longing, they receive; re- 
ceiving, they forget! It is too bad—so 
very too bad!” 

Dale laughed uncertainly. 

“You seem so sure about everything.”’ 

“Why not? Iamawoman. And I have 
lived—much.” Kara Vania’s lips curved 
in a smile that was not a smile and her 
slender fingers played with the stem of 
the empty glass before her. “And once I 
knew a boy like you. So very like you! And to him there 
happened that which so nearly happened to you. The woman 
—she was not wise then.” 

“But all women aren’t the same,” Dale protested. 

“In many ways. They are so apt to forget the things they 
have in their interest in newer ones. From a familiar book, 
no matter how much it has meant to them, they turn to newer 
volumes. Some women must read much before they learn 
that one good book is worth more than a thousand poor ones.” 

Kara Vania beckoned a passing garcgon and ordered aperitifs. 
At length she went on, “Doesn’t that explain a little? How 
difficult it was for you to hold your wife or rather her inter- 
est? You had given her yourself—all that you had to give. 
She had become so sure of it that she had forgotten. You had 
become safely sure. And it is the unknown that fascinates.” 

“Tt seems simple enough,” Carruthers admitted at length, 
“the way you explain it. Hopelessly inevitable, as well. But 
J can't see how it helps me.” 

“It would help you to have her [Continued on page 121] 
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When a man 
talks at home. 
it's often the 
signal for yawns 


and an exodus 


HERE are two women in the life of every executive— 
his wife, and his secretary. From nine to five he is 
more or less continuously in company with the girl 
who makes his office an orderly and, sometimes, even a 
pleasant place to be. From five to nine he is more or less 
continuously in company with the woman who makes his 
home an orderly and, sometimes, even a pleasant place to be 

And more and more often he is selecting to preside over his 
home the girl who has presided over his office. 

I have seen girls of mediocre intelligence, fair appearance, 
and no particular charm or personality marry into the twenty- 
thousand-a-year class. Many of these have been second 
marriages, after a first attempt at matrimony—usually with 
a girl of similar background—has failed 

What is the answer?—for there are too many of these mar- 
riages to call them coincidental. What attracts a man to his 
secretary—often a girl of infinitely less allure than his wife? 
And why does a man turn to his secretary as if by instinct— 
after his first marriage has ended disastrously—instead of to 
some one, perhaps, in his own set? 

One asset the secretary has is admiration. It may be real, 
it may be false, but almost every secretary admires the man 
she works for. Because of her constant association with his 
plans, she comes to feel them partly her own. She shares his 
anxiety for their success. She is liable to suffer financially 
with him if they fail 

Loyalty and enthusiasm develop naturally in a_ business 
relation of this kind. The girl knows the work her employer 


is doing—feels its superiority to the work of those about him— 
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mainly because she herself is more intimately acquainted with 
its details. And the employer feels the atmosphere of her 
approval—which subtly ministers to his vanity seven or eight 
hours a day. A man may resolve to ignore the flattery, but he 
would be more—or less—than human if he were blind and 
deaf to it. 


ROM this atmosphere a business man goes home. Prob- 

ably no man expects a brass band and flowers to greet him 
at the front door. He does not consider himself a hero, nor 
is the business world of today so much a battlefield as a piece 
of carefully calculated research work. Nevertheless, in no 
other phase of his life does a man take so much pride. In no 
other field is praise so valued by him. Perhaps on that very 
day he has worked out a system that will cut down production 
costs and save thousands of dollars for his firm. Perhaps he 
has developed a selling appeal’ that will double his salary in 
five years. He comes in victorious—and is reproached for 
being late for dinner—as if he were made for the dinner, in- 
stead of the dinner made for him. 

It is a shock, jarring on every sensibility, to pass so quickly 
from one atmosphere to the other. Yet how many men feel 
that shock every week of their lives! 

Even if a wife has the best intentions in the world, two 
hours of explanations would not give her the tang and ex- 
hilaration he felt when—after weeks of conferences and 
memos—he has just a line to say— “All right. Try your 
plan, and see how it works for the next six months.” 

But his secretary knows. She has typed all the correspon- 
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dence. She has heard his plans, has watched him twist and 
turn them to the best advantage. More than any one else 
in the world she shares his exultation when he has won the 
right to test his pet theory and see if it will work. 

Often one man and his secretary carry on a little private war 
against a whole great business organization—and ask any vet- 
eran the feeling he has for a Buddy who fought beside him 
Over There. 


T IS only natural for a man to think of his secretary after 

a first marriage has failed. He has tested her loyalty in a 
hundred battles. She has fought shoulder to shoulder with 
him in many a campaign. He argues that she will be equally 
loyal and admiring and partisan as a wife. 

Usually he is right. The average secretary is sincere in look- 
ing up to her employer, for he is almost always her superior 
in birth, breeding, education and financial standing. For every 
college girl faithfully striving to conceal the illiteracy of a 
self-made executive, there are ten thousand girls who stepped 
directly into business school from the grades, and are fairly 
on their tiptoes to keep up with the vocabulary of their college- 
bred employers. 

The fathers and brothers of these girls are usually skilled 
mechanics or small merchants. One secretary of my acquain- 


Every boss is a knight 
errant to his secre- 
tary. His slightest 
business decision is 
a great adventure 


tance is the daughter of an engineer, another is the daughter of 
a chauffeur, another, the daughter of a small dry-goods store- 
keeper. 

From the homes which are the best these men can afford, 
girls come into business offices where men wear a clean shirt 
every day, have their nails done every week, and practice 
strange refinements about removing hats in elevators, and 
saying please and thank you. They meet not only manners. 
but—what is far more important—a manner. Every woman 
instinctively appreciates superiority, and especially in the 
refinements of daily life. 

A man may look down and like it. A woman never looks 
anywhere but up. If a census of marriages were to be taken, 
I should wager that for every woman who marries “beneath 
her,” as the saying is, ten thousand better themselves finan- 
cially and culturally. 

Marrying her employer is an ambition to many a girl—a step 
upward. Place in competition with her a girl who condescends 
to accept a man as an equal—if not an inferior—and the result 
is amazing. More and more men are marrying girls who look 
up to them. [Continued on page 101} 
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Demonstrator 


A Fellow Has to Prove That a Thing Is Worth 
Having—kEven When It Is His Brand of Love 


By WALTER MARQUISS 


Illustrations by RUSSELL PATTERSON 


HE very pretty girl flounced out of the expensive- 
looking roadster and started with brisk strides down 
the road. Dick Halsted gaped after her and muttered, 
“Here, I say!” Then he maneuvered his tall frame 
out from under the steering-wheel, and caught up with her. 

“’Pon my word, miss, the blinking car stopped of its own 
accord, you know!” 

The girl whirled to face him, brown eyes snapping. She had 
to tilt her head to look at him, for she could have stood al- 
most erect under his outstretched arm 

“Very likely,” she retorted, clipping off the words in a husky, 
musical and yet sarcastic voice. “So reasonable that a brand 
new Bohn-Race would have a breakdown before it was driven 
twenty miles!” She tossed her exquisitely bobbed chestnut 
hair, and emitted a little sniff. ‘I’ve been out with you sheiks 
before!’ 

“I say,’ Dick exclaimed blankly as she turned away. He 
quickened his stride to keep pace with her, reached out timid 
fingers to touch her sleeve. Suddenly she stopped again. A 
trim little gray-gloved hand lashed upward and planted a sting- 
ing slap on his guileless countenance 

Flabbergasted, Dick stood rubbing the violated cheek, bat- 
ting his eyes after the girl's smart, slender back as she strode 
with quick, sharp steps, on down the road. Dick’s visage was 
hot and red, not from humiliation, but from embarrassment 
and a sort of dumb wonder. To have his face slapped as a 
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sheik—such was the outcome of the only daring thing he ever 
had done in his bashful young life! 

It never would have happened if Dick had not traded in 
his year-old Bohn-Race readster for a new one, not two hours 
before. Dick always rid himself of his old cars before they 
had a chance to develop mechanical groans in their mys- 
terious internal organs. With amazing understanding of his 
own ignorance, Dick knew how helpless he would be if a wire 
came loose or the radiator boiled at any distance from a service 
station. As a driver he was unexcelled, but he didn’t even 
know how to change the oil. 


HE new roadster was parked at the curb after a brief 

demonstration, and the manager invited Dick into his office 
to wait while certain essential papers were prepared. And just 
inside the door, Dick’s glance fell upon a girl working at a desk. 
She was a voluptuous blonde with a pretty face, and she looked 
up at him out of deep blue eyes which smiled with a bold 
come-hither look. Dick swallowed noisily, and red tinged his 
ears, spreading to his cheeks. He sidled through the door and 
out of sight of the come-hither eyes. 

Bare-headed, his straw-colored hair a bit awry, he strolled in 
the midst of the group of sleék Bohn-Races, quite in his own 
element, now, and among friends. Motor cars never made him 
blush by giving him inviting, baby-faced looks. For automo- 
biles he had an immediate fellow-feeling: a girl he must know 
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at least four years before he could be assured that she did not 
have designs upon him. 

He wandered idly among the cars, alone in the big show- 
room. Turning abruptly from one to look at another, he 
found himself batting his eyes at the most radiantly lovely girl 
he had ever imagined. 

No come-hither look did she give him, only a round stare, 
frank and impersonal. He blinked at her, powerless to shift 
his astonished gaze. Instead of running away, as usual, he 
stood as if nailed to the floor, swallowing, palpitating. 

“I beg your pardon,” she said, smiling, and he noted that her 
voice was low and soft and musical, like water murmuring over 
pebbles. “Could I arrange for a demonstration today?” There 
was something breathless in the way she spoke, which made 
Dick look at her more closely and mark the fine, deep-brown 
hair; the clear, healthy skin of brow and cheeks and throat, 
the vivid mouth. Her teeth reminded him of a dentifrice ad- 
vertisement in a high-class magazine 

He was on the point of informing her that being hatless did 
not make him a motor salesman, when something checked him. 
Dick never could figure out why he behaved as he did then, or 
what it was that launched him for the first time in his life 
upon an actually daring venture. It was hard to believe that 
it was his own voice that sounded when he heard himself 
saying: 

“Why, yes—er—I'll be glad to demonstrate the Bohn-Race 
for you!” 

“Oh, thank you!” the girl cried. 

Dick gulped again, looking as if he wondered what it was all 
about. 

“There’s a car at the curb,” he remarked, gesturing. They 
fell into step and went out to Dick’s new roadster, and a 
moment later it rolled silently away. Dick felt dazed. It was 
almost as if he were watching the action of some other indi- 
vidual, or perhaps performing in a dream. 

“Where would you like to go?” he asked. He was sure 
that must be what automobile demonstrators always said first. 


“It doesn’t matter,’ she answered. “Just so I have a good 
demonstration. You see, I’m just trying to make up my mind 
what car I want, and I’m almost convinced I want a Bohn- 
Race. I mean it is a wonderful car, isn’t it?” 


F AUTOMOBILES Dick could talk, even with a feminine 

stranger. There was an element of safety in conversation 
about motor cars. Dick comported himself with. reasonable 
grace as a salesman, even if he did have a sense of guilt in the 
fact that he had nothing to sell. Nevertheless, some persistent 
mental undercurrent kept suggesting that motor-talk was dull, 
that it would be much more exciting to talk of the girl. He al- 
most obeyed an impulse tu ask her name, and the realization 
that he had skirted the edge of such a flagrant familiarity 
kicked up a storm of panic. He dove headlong into his con- 
versational cyclone-cellar, and spoke with breathless enthusiasm 
about the virtues of the Bohn-Race. 

They dipped through the Holland Tunnel under the Hudson 
River and glided through Jersey City and Newark. Out in 
open country, it occurred to Dick that a demonstrator who 
knew his business would show off his product on other 
thoroughfares than those smoothly paved; so he turned into a 
road that was crooked and obviously little-used. He had not 
driven a half-mile from the main highway when the motor 
coughed, sighed, coughed again and quit working. Dick ap- 
plied the brakes and turned to the girl with an embarrassed 
grin. 

“Something’s gone wrong,” he remarked. 

There was no humor in her answering look. He blinked and 
gulped, and turned to fiddle ineffectually with the starter. 

“The same old stuff,” the girl commented. Her tone prob- 
ably would have been precisely the same if she had said, “All 
men are alike.” 

“But something is wrong, you know,” Dick declared 
earnestly. 

“So it seems,” she retorted. And it was then that the very 
pretty girl got out of the expensive-looking roadster, and a 
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The policeman’s heavy hand was descending upon Dick’s arm. Dick looked, blinking, into 
an angry face—and panic arose in him. The delay of even a few minutes meant disaster 


it 

if 


moment later that she raised her hand and slapped Dick's face 

He stared after her until she had disappeared around a slight 
bend. Then with a sigh he went back te the Bohn-Race 
and stood peering helplessly at the inert thing. He lifted 
the hood, and scowled at the clean new motor, realizing that 
he wouldn't know if half of it were missing. He stepped 
back and scratched his head. There was no reason in the 
world why a brand new $7,500 Bohn-Race should stop like 
that after twenty miles. It was utter nonsense. Unless— 
With an inspiration, Dick went around to the rear and in- 
spected the gasoline gauge. Then he felt foolish. The tank 


was empty 


N THE seat which the girl had so unceremoniously va- 
cated, Dick found a woman's purse of brown leather. He 

held it gingerly, turning it over, wondering what to do. To 
open it would be something like burglary, and yet he could not 
restore her property until he knew who she was. Dick looked 
in the purse, feeling guilty. Among the usual feminine trim- 
mings, and a little money, he found a few cards, engraved with 
the name, “Miss Rosemary Parker,” and a small snapshot of 
the girl. There was no sign of an address 

Dick closed the purse and at once reopened it. His innate 
honesty struggled briefly with a test and succumbed to temp- 
tation. Dick committed his first theft; he extracted the snap- 
shot and hid it in his pocket 

Turning his thoughts to means of getting back to New 
York, Dick looked around. Up the road a way was a house, 
and toward it he trudged, hoping to find a telephone. His 
mind, never trained to an even course, drifted. And its drift- 
ing carried him through a series of speculations about the girl 
who had slapped his face 

Of course he was obligated to restore her purse. Besides. 
he had a right to think of himself; he owed it to himself to 
convince Rosemary Parker that it had been a wholly misguided 
impulse that led her to call him a sheik and slap his face! 
Dick's fingers caressed his cheek. But for his own stupidity 
in failing to make sure that the Bohn-Race agency had sup- 
plied his new car with ample fuel, the girl would still be with 
him, and he wouldn’t be faced by the bother of hunting for 
her all over New York. Dick felt like kicking himself 

At the house he did find a telephone. and a man who was 
glad to call the nearest gasoline station for him. Soon the 
stranded Bohn-Race, refueled. was turned around and headed 
back toward New York. Dick had gone some distance before 
he discovered that the brown hand-bag had disappeared from 
the seat, where he had left it. This added embarrassment to 
the need of finding Rosemary Parker. He must tell her that 
he had lost her purse, and ask her pardon. There was a sub- 
conscious feeling that there must be another reason why find- 
ing Miss Parker was a vital and solemn duty, but he could not 
think what it was. A vagrant thought that he might never 
find her stirred up a sharp tingle of distress. 


EFORE considering ways and means, finding Rosemary 

Parker seemed a simple task. Within an hour, however. 
Dick had exhausted every method he could think of, short of 
appealing to the police. Her name was not in the phone book, 
and calling the numbers of the endless list of Parkers seemed 
entirely idiotic after the first dozen or so Driving through 
streets, watching the sidewalks, was also impractical. Dick 
gave that up, retreated to his apartment. and spent a night 
and a day wishing that he were clever, so that he might have 
a few bright ideas. He was so engaged when the telephone 
summoned him 

The Bohn-Race agency was calling with a reminder that he 
had rushed off in his new car without waiting for the bill-of- 
sale. Should they mail it to him, or would he call? Dick 
said that he would call at once, and forthwith he went down 
to the street and got into his car. Rosemary’s picture was in 
his pocket, and the glimmer of an idea was in his brain. It 
was at the agency that he had met Rosemary! 

At the agency he braved the come-hither look in the eyes 
of the blonde, and remained heroically in the office, talking with 
the manager. He took out Rosemary’s photograph 

“It occurred to me maybe you might know this young lady,” 
he said. “I met her in here the day I got my new car.” 

The manager took the snapshot, looked at it, and pursed his 
lips 


‘Well, I know her face. That’s about all.” 
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Dick's chair scraped on the floor as he leaned eagerly forward. 


“But 
heard, 
we've 
day— 

“Yesterday!” Dick all but 
she leave an address?” 


really I dont know a thing about her,” Dick next 
“except that she’s been in here half a dozen times, and 
demonstrated our car for her. She was in yester 


“Did 


barked in his eagerness. 


“No. She came in looking for a salesman—said she owed 
him an apology or something.” Dick sat up straight. “But 
we haven't any salesman like the man she described. In fact, 


she might have been déscribing you, Mr. Halsted.” 

Dick slumped back in the chair. “I say!” Why hadn't he 
thought of coming in here yesterday? 

“She seemed sort of upset,” the manager went on. “When 
I asked her if she wanted another demonstration, she told me 
she'd never really intended to buy a Bohn-Race—didn't have 
the money. If she could get one for the price of a Ford, I 
suppose she'd buy one! Said she loved to ride in a Bohn- 
Race, and that was why she'd been getting us to demonstrate 
it.” He smiled a little. ‘We burn up an awful lot of gas for 
people who can’t afford Bohn-Race cars, but love to ride in 
them!” 

Dick scarcely heard him. He pocketed his bill-of-sale and 
stowed away Rosemary’s picture, and went out. 

Returning home, he sprawled out in a big chair, trying to 
read. But nothing was interesting. Thoughts of the girl— 
Rosemary was a pretty name!—came and refused to leave 
So she wanted to apologize for slapping his face! But how 
could she? She didn’t know who he was, and he didn’t know 
where she was. Life was a funny business. Let a man fall in 
love with a woman, and then make her disappear! 

Dick jerked up blinking. In love! Why, of course he was! 
He got on his feet and paced the floor. His features were red 
and hot. He was bothered. Finally he left the apartment and 
got in his car and drove about the streets. For hours 


HE next day he saw her, in the throng of Fifth Avenue 

At least he thought it was Rosemary, and by now Dick 
was convinced that he would be able to single her out among a 
million girls, even if they all looked like her! She was on 
the sidewalk, a little ahead of his roadster as it crawled north- 
ward in the thick of traffic around Forty-Second Street. He 
swung to the curb just as the light changed, stopped the car 
and hopped out. 

A shrill whistle sounded from the center of the intersection, 
and was repeated even more shrilly. Over his shoulder, Dick 
saw a traffic policeman running toward the curb. 

“Hey you!” 

Eyes fast on Rosemary, Dick hurried on. The officer yelled 
again, “Hey! You, I mean!” A heavy hand descended on 
Dick's shoulder. Dick looked around, blinking, and encoun- 
tered the irate glower of the policeman. 


“Who do you think you are, hey? You can't park on the 


Avenue this time of day! Get that stone crusher out of 
there!” 

Panic arose in Dick. He glanced after the trim figure of 
the girl. 


“But officer, I've got to catch—” 

“Don’t talk back, you! Get that wagon out of there before 
I run you in!” 

Dick was propelled powerfully toward his roadster, and by 
the time he had started up with traffic again, Rosemary was 
lost to sight. Dick was too upset even to see the violent mo- 
tion which the traffic officer made as he drove by. For hours 
he shuttled back and forth in the Avenue, but he did not see 
her again. 

Dick went home and sat in his big chair. He looked for a 
long time at Rosemary's picture, a deep depression upon him. 
There was one chance in a million that a person could be 
picked out of the New York crowd—and that one chance had 
passed. Damn policemen, any way! 

Dick studied the picture. Her name he knew, and what she 
looked like; all he needed was her address. He might adver- 
tise—he had heard you could get almost anything you wanted 
by advertising. Suppose he had her photograph published in 
the newspapers, and under it a plea to her to communicate 
with him? Even as it formed, he knew it was a silly idea. 
Only a cad would submit her to such publicity. 

Yet his thoughts persistently reverted to advertising. Per- 
haps he could word a notice so [Continued on page 99} 
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STANDS to reason, doesn’t it,”’ retorted the girl, ‘‘that a 

perfectly new Bohn-Race would have a breakdown before it 
was driven twenty miles!”’ She tossed her head and emitted a little 
sniff. “I've been out with you sheiks before!” she told Dick 
coldly, “and [know your system. And it doesn’t work—with me!” 
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oment later that she caised her hand and slapped Dick’s face 
He stared after her until she had disappeared around a slight 
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ind od peering helplessly at the inert thing. He lifted 
n nood ind scowled at the clean new motor, realizing that 
he wouldn't know if half of it were missing He stepped 
back and scratched his head There was no reason in the 
world why a brand new $7,500 Bohn-Race should stop like 
that after twenty miles It was utter nonsense Unless— 
With an inspiration, Dick went around to the rear and in- 
spected the gasoline gaug« Then he felt foolish The tank 
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cated, Dick found a woman's purse of brown leather. He 
held it gingerly, turning it wondering what to do. To 
open it would be something like burglary, and yet he could not 
restore her property until he knew who she was 
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Dick looked 


in the purse, feeling guilty. Among the usual feminine trim- 
mings, and a little money, he found a few cards, engraved with 
the name, “Miss Rosemary Parker,” and a small snapshot ot 
the girl There was no sign of an address 
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Dick closed the purse and at once reopened it 
struggled briefly with a test and succum 
tation. Dick committed his first theft: he extracted 
shot and hid it in his pocket 
Turning his thoughts to 
York, Dick looked around 
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means of back to New 
Up the road a way was a house 
and toward it he trudged, hoping to find a telephone. His 
mind, never trained to an even course, drifted. And its drift- 
ing carried him through a series of speculations about the gir! 
who had slapped his face 

Of course he was obligated to restore her purse 3esides 
he had a right to think of himself; he owed it to himself to 
convince Rosemary Parker that it had been a wholly misguided 
impulse that led her to call him a sheik and slap his face! 
Dick's fingers caressed his cheek. But for his own stupidity 
in failing to make sure that the Bohn-Race agency had sup- 
plied his new car with ample fuel, the girl would still be with 
him, and he wouldn’t be faced by the bother of hunting for 
her all over New York. Dick felt like kicking himself 

At the house he did find a telephone. and a man who was 
glad to call the nearest gasoline station for him. Soon the 
stranded Bohn-Race, refueled. was turned around and headed 
back toward New York. Dick had gone some distance before 
he discovered that the brown hand-bag had disappeared from 
the seat, where he had left it. This added embarrassment to 
the need of finding Rosemary Parker. He must tell her that 
he had lost her purse, and ask her pardon. There was a sub- 
conscious feeling that there must be another reason why find- 
ing Miss Parker was a vital and solemn duty, but he could not 
think what it was. A vagrant thought that he might never 
find her stirred up a sharp tingle of distress 


getting 


EFORE considering ways and means, finding Rosemary 

Parker seemed a simple task. Within an hour, however. 
Dick had exhausted every method he could think of, short of 
appealing to the police. Her name was not in the phone book. 
and calling the numbers of the endless list of Parkers seemed 
entirely idiotic after the first dozen or so Driving through 
streets, watching the sidewalks, was also impractical. Dick 
gave that up, retreated to his apartment. and spent a night 
and a day wishing that he were clever, so that he might have 
a few bright ideas. He was so engaged when the telephone 
summoned him 

The Bohn-Race agency was calling with a reminder that he 
had rushed off in his new car without waiting for the bill-of- 
sale. Should they mail it to him, or would he call? Dick 
said that he would call at once, and forthwith he went down 
to the street and got into his car. Rosemary’s picture was in 
his pocket, and the glimmer of an idea was in his brain. It 
was at the agency that he had met Rosemary! 

At the agency he braved the come-hither look in the eyes 
of the blonde, and remained heroically in the office, talking with 
the manager. He took out Rosemary's photograph 

It occurred to me maybe you might know this young lady,” 
he said I met her in here the day I got my new car.” 

The manager took the snapshot, looked at it, and pursed his 
ips 


Well, I know her face. That’s about all.” 
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Dick’s chair scraped on the floor as he leaned eagerly torward 

But really I don't know a ‘hing about her,” Dick next 
heard, “except that she’s been in here half a dozen times, and 
we've demonstrated our car for her She was in yester 
day 

Yesterday Dick all but barked in his eagerness. “Did 


she leave an address’ 

No. She came in looking for a salesman—said she owed 
him an apology or something Dick sat up straight. “But 
we haven't any salesman like the man she described. In fact 
she might have been déscribing you, Mr. Halsted 

Dick slumped back in the chair I say Why hadn't he 
thought of coming in here yesterday? 

She seemed sort of upset,” the manager went on When 
I asked her if she wanted another demonstration, she told me 
she'd never really intended to buy a Bohn-Race—didn't have 
the money If she could get one for the price of a Ford. | 
suppose she'd buy one! Said she loved to ride in a Bohn- 
Race, and that was why she'd been getting us to demonstrate 
it He smiled a little We burn up an awful lot of gas for 
people who can't afford Bohn-Race cars. but love to ride in 
them! 

Dick scarcely heard him. He pocketed his bill-of-sale and 
stowed away Rosemary's picture, and went out 

Returning home, he sprawled out in a big chair, trying to 
read. But nothing was interesting. Thoughts of the girl— 
Rosemary was a pretty name!—came and refused to leave 
So she wanted to apologize for slapping his face! But how 
could she? She didn’t know who he was, and he didn’t know 
where she was. Life was a funny business. Let a man fall in 
love with a woman, and then make her disappear! 

Dick jerked up blinking. In love! Why, of course he was! 
He got on his feet and paced the floor. His features were red 
and hot. He was bothered. Finally he left the apartment and 
got in his car and drove about the streets. For hours 

HE next day he saw her, in the throng of Fifth Avenue 

At least he thought it was Rosemary, and by now Dick 
was convinced that he would be able to single her out among a 
million girls, even if they all looked like her! She was on 
the sidewalk, a little ahead of his roadster as it crawled north- 
ward in the thick of traffic around Forty-Second Street. He 
swung to the curb just as the light changed, stopped the car 
and hopped out 

A shrill whistle sounded from the center of the intersection, 
and was repeated even more shrilly. Over his shoulder, Dick 
saw a traffic policeman running toward the curb 

‘Hey you!” 

Eyes fast on Rosemary, Dick hurried on. The officer yelled 
again, “Hey! You, I mean!” A heavy hand descended on 
Dick’s shoulder. Dick looked around, blinking, and encoun- 
tered the irate glower of the policeman 


“Who do you think you are, hey? You can't park on the 


Avenue this time of day! Get that stone crusher out of 
there! 

Panic arose in Dick. He glanced after the trim figure of 
the girl 


“But officer, I've got to catch—" 

“Don’t talk back, you! Get that wagon out of there before 
I run you in! 

Dick was propelled powerfully toward his roadster, and by 
the time he had started up with traffic again, Rosemary was 
lost to sight. Dick was too upset even to see the violent mo- 
tion which the traffic officer made as he drove by. For hours 
he shuttled back and forth in the Avenue, but he did not see 
her again 

Dick went home and sat in his big chair. He looked for a 
long time at Rosemary's picture, a deep depression upon him. 
There was one chance in a million that a person could be 
picked out of the New York crowd—and that one chance had 
passed. Damn policemen, any way! 

Dick studied the picture. Her name he knew, and what she 
looked like; all he needed was her address. He might adver- 
tise—he had heard you could get almost anything you wanted 
by advertising. Suppose he had her photograph published in 
the newspapers, and under it a plea to her to communicate 
with him? Even as it formed, he knew it was a silly idea 
Only a cad would submit her to such publicity 

Yet his thoughts persistently reverted to advertising. Per- 
haps he could word a notice so [Continued on page 99} 


WT STANDS to reason, doesn’t it,”’ retorted the girl, *‘that a 

perfectly new Bohn-Race would have a breakdown before it 
was driven twenty miles!”’ She tossed her head and emitted a little 
sniff. “I've been out with you sheiks before!” she told Dick 
coldly, *‘and [know your system. And it doesn’t work—with 
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moment later that she raised her hand and slapped Dick’s face 
He stared after her until she had disappeared around a slight 


bend. Then with a sigh he went back to the Bohn-Race 


and stood peering helplessly at the inert thing. He lifted 
the hood, and scowled at the clean new motor, realizing that 
he wouldn't know if half of it were missing. He stepped 
back and scratched his head. There was no reason in the 


world why a brand new $7,500 Bohn-Race should stop like 
that after twenty miles. It was utter nonsense. Unless— 
With an inspiration, Dick went around to the rear and in- 
spected the gasoline gauge. Then he felt foolish. The tank 
was empty 


N THE seat which the girl had so unceremoniously va- 
cated, Dick found a woman's purse of brown leather. He 

held it gingerly, turning it over, wondering what to do. To 
open it would be something like burglary, and yet he could not 
restore her property until he knew who she was. Dick looked 
in the purse, feeling guilty. Among the usual feminine trim- 
mings, and a little money, he found a few cards, engraved with 
the name, “Miss Rosemary Parker.” and a small snapshot of 
the girl. There was no sign of an address 

Dick closed the purse and at once reopened it. His innate 
honesty struggled briefly with a test and succumbed to temp- 
tation. Dick committed his first theft; he extracted the snap- 
shot and hid it in his pocket 

Turning his thoughts to means of getting back to New 
York, Dick looked around. Up the road a way was a house, 
and toward it he trudged, hoping to find a telephone. His 
mind, never trained to an even course, drifted. And its drift- 
ing carried him through a series of speculations about the girl 
who had slapped his face 

Of course he was obligated to restore her purse. Besides. 
he had a right to think of himself; he owed it to himself to 
convince Rosemary Parker that it had been a wholly misguided 
impulse that led her to call him a sheik and slap his face! 
Dick’s fingers caressed his cheek. But for his own stupidity 
in failing to make sure that the Bohn-Race agency had sup- 
plied his new car with ample fuel, the girl would still be with 
him, and he wouldn’t be faced by the bother of hunting for 
her all over New York. Dick felt like kicking himself 

At the house he did find a telephone. and a man who was 
glad to call the nearest gasoline station for him. Soon the 
stranded Bohn-Race, refueled, was turned around and headed 
back toward New York. Dick had gone some distance before 
he discovered that the brown hand-bag had disappeared from 
the seat, where he had left it. This added embarrassment to 
the need of finding Rosemary Parker. He must tell her that 
he had lost her purse, and ask her pardon. There was a sub- 
conscious feeling that there must be another reason why find- 
ing Miss Parker was a vital and solemn duty, but he could not 
think what it was. A vagrant thought that he might never 
find her stirred up a sharp tingle of distress. 


| ge considering ways and means, finding Rosemary 
Parker seemed a simple task. Within an hour, however. 
Dick had exhausted every method he could think of, short of 
appealing to the police. Her name was not in the phone book, 
and calling the numbers of the endless list of Parkers seemed 
entirely idiotic after the first dozen or so. Driving through 
streets, watching the sidewalks, was also impractical. Dick 
gave that up, retreated to his apartment, and spent a night 
and a day wishing that he were clever, so that he might have 
a few bright ideas. He was so engaged when the telephone 
summoned him 

The Bohn-Race agency was calling with a reminder that he 
had rushed off in his new car without waiting for the bill-of- 
sale. Should they mail it to him, or would he call? Dick 
said that he would call at once, and forthwith he went down 
to the street and got into his car. Rosemary’s picture was in 
his pocket, and the glimmer of an idea was in his brain. It 
was at the agency that he had met Rosemary! 

At the agency he braved the come-hither look in the eyes 
of the blonde, and remained heroically in the office, talking with 
the manager. He took out Rosemary's photograph 

“It occurred to me maybe you might know this young lady,” 
he said. “I met her in here the day I got my new car.” 

The manager took the snapshot, looked at it, and pursed his 
lips 


‘Well, I know her face. That’s about all.” 
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Dick’s chair scraped on the floor as he leaned eagerly forward. 

“But really I don't know a ‘thing about her,” Dick next 
heard, “except that she’s been in here half a dozen times, and 
we've demonstrated our car for her. She was in yester 
day— 

“Yesterday!” Dick all but barked in his eagerness. 
she leave an address? 


“Did 


“No. She came in looking for a salesman—said she owed 
him an apology or something.” Dick sat up straight. “But 
we haven't any salesman like the man she described. In fact, 


she might have been déscribing you, Mr. Halsted.” 

Dick slumped back in the chair. “I say!” Why hadn't he 
thought of coming in here yesterday? 

“She seemed sort of upset,” the manager went on. “When 
I asked her if she wanted another demonstration, she told me 
she’d never really intended to buy a Bohn-Race—didn't have 
the money. If she could get one for the price of a Ford, I 
suppose she’d buy one! Said she loved to ride in a Bohn- 
Race, and that was why she’d been getting us to demonstrate 
it.” He smiled a little. ‘We burn up an awful lot of gas for 
people who can't afford Bohn-Race cars, but love to ride in 
them!” 

Dick scarcely heard him. He pocketed his bill-of-sale and 
stowed away Rosemary's picture, and went out. 

Returning home, he sprawled out in a big chair, trying to 
read. But nothing was interesting. Thoughts of the girl— 
Rosemary was a pretty name!—came and refused to leave 
So she wanted to apologize for slapping his face! But how 
could she? She didn’t know who he was, and he didn’t know 
where she was. Life was a funny business. Let a man fall in 
love with a woman, and then make her disappear! 

Dick jerked up blinking. In love! Why, of course he was! 
He got on his feet and paced the floor. His features were red 
and hot. He was bothered. Finally he left the apartment and 
got in his car and drove about the streets. For hours . 


HE next day he saw her, in the throng of Fifth Avenue. 

At least he thought it was Rosemary, and by now Dick 
was convinced that he would be able to single her out among a 
million girls, even if they all looked like her! She was on 
the sidewalk, a little ahead of his roadster as it crawled north- 
ward in the thick of traffic around Forty-Second Street. He 
swung to the curb just as the light changed, stopped the car 
and hopped out. 

A shrill whistle sounded from the center of the intersection, 
and was repeated even more shrilly. Over his shoulder, Dick 
saw a traffic policeman running toward the curb. 

“Hey you!” 

Eyes fast on Rosemary, Dick hurried on. The officer yelled 
again, “Hey! You, I mean!” A heavy hand descended on 
Dick’s shoulder. Dick looked around, blinking, and encoun- 
tered the irate glower of the policeman 


“Who do you think you are, hey? You can’t park on the 


Avenue this time of day! Get that stone crusher out of 
there!” 

Panic arose in Dick. He glanced after the trim figure of 
the girl. 


“But officer, I’ve got to catch—” 

“Don’t talk back, you! Get that wagon out of there before 
I run you in!” 

Dick was propelled powerfully toward his roadster, and by 
the time he had started up with traffic again, Rosemary was 
lost to sight. Dick was too upset even to see the violent mo- 
tion which the traffic officer made as he drove by. For hours 
he shuttled back and forth in the Avenue, but he did not see 
her again. 

Dick went home and sat in his big chair. He looked for a 
long time at Rosemary’s picture, a deep depression upon him. 
There was one chance in a million that a person could be 
picked out of the New York crowd—and that one chance had 
passed. Damn policemen, any way! 

Dick studied the picture. Her name he knew. and what she 
looked like; all he needed was her address. He might adver- 
tise—he had heard you could get almost anything you wanted 
by advertising. Suppose he had her photograph published in 
the newspapers, and under it a plea to her to communicate 
with him? Even as it formed, he knew it was a silly idea. 
Only a cad would submit her to such publicity. 

Yet his thoughts persistently reverted to advertising. Per- 
haps he could word a notice so [Continued on page 99] 


WT STANDS to reason, doesn’t retorted the girl, ‘‘that a 

perfectly new Bohn-Race would have a breakdown before it 
was driven twenty miles!”’ She tossed her head and emitted a little 
sniff. “I've been out with you sheiks before!’ she told Dick 
coldly, “and [know your system. And it doesn’t work—with me!” 
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eeing Off into Society 


Showing How Sports, instead of Silver Slippers, Aid 
the Modern Cinderella 


By 


PRINCESS ALEXANDRA KROPOTKIN 


The climax of any 
girl's social life is 
her presentation at 
England's court 
and to 
queen. It often 
costs a fortune, 
and requires many 
years of diplomatic 
planning. But 
Helen Wills achiev- 
ed this honor 
through the me- 
dium of good tennis 


Wide World 


OME day universities will confer a special degree. 

I think, for distinguished achievement in athletics 

A D.S. degree perhaps—‘“Doctor of Sports.” When 

that day comes I expect to see girls figuring 

prominently in the new doctorhood. To me it would 

seem a well-deserved recognition. The Gertrude Ederles. 

the Helen Wills, Glenna Colletts and Amelia Earharts are 

doing more, I consider, to establish real equality for 

women than all the propaganda issued by the political 
boosters of feminism. 

Not that that angle interests me most. What does in- 
terest me is that American girls, and girls all over the 
world, for that matter, are discovering that prowess in 
sports is the open door to social distinction and advance- 
ment. 

Helen Wills, the daughter of a San Francisco physician, 
has made victory on the tennis courts carry her from 
California to a presentation to Queen Mary of England. 
Gertrude Ederle, the daughter of a butcher, in fourteen 
hours and thirty-one minutes of concentrated effort de- 
voted to swimming the English Channel, attained a profit 
in dollars equal to ten vears work at an ordinary com- 
mercial job and a fame that will last as long as she lives. 

But we cannot all be celebrities. We can’t all swim 
the Channel or fly across the Atlantic. Sport cannot be 
a profession to every girl. Yet every girl wants the health 
and grace derived from outdoor exercise. And every 
girl would like the social entrée success in sports can give. 

In such circumstances how can a girl indulge in sports 
without sacrificing other necessities? 


BUSINESS girl recently showed me the entries she 

made in a little volume labelled ‘Personal Book- 
keeping.” ‘Along with the records of her earnings and 
savings, I found such items as these: 

Saturday: Had hair waved—saw movie—walked hour 
in park—read three chapters “Elizabeth and Essex’— 
went to dance with Ted. 

“What has all this to do with bookkeeping?” I asked. 

“Everything,” she replied. “That’s the way I feel 
about my leisure time. I work for it. I earn it. I want 
to spend it just as carefully as I spend my money. 

“Since I want to get on in the world, this way I can 
really account for things—keeping fit, amusing myself, 
and improving my mind.” 

“You horrible little highbrow,” I exclaimed. 

“No, I’m not,” she protested. “I'll tell you the secret. 
I’m really terribly weak-minded and lazy. This is the 
only way I can make myself do the things I should do 
My sins of omission glare at me so when I read them here 
in my little book.” 

To me her idea was a new one, but the wisdom of it 
struck me at once. Her budget actually balanced. In 
nine cases out of ten, business girls spend all their spare 
time on purely mental occupations: reading, music, or the 
theater. For better or for worse, athletic enterprises are 
often neglected entirely 


| 
| 
| 


A certain amount of exercise out of doors is 
absolutely imperative for any girl who leads a 
sedentary life. But selecting the right sport to 
take up is not always easy. Sometimes initiation 
can be painful—and discouraging. Girls in busi 
ness are seldom familiar with sports to begin with 
Their first attempts are liable to be sadly over- 
done. 


KNOW one girl who profited curiously from 

such a mistake. Florence was a stenographer 
in the office of a New England manufacturing 
company which did quite a large and growing busi- 
ness with South America. She knew it would be to 
her advantage to learn Spanish. But she also 
yearned to ride horseback and there wasn’t enough 
time or money to learn both. However, she “just 
saw herself” in a cute riding habit, and the vision 
was irresistible. She went riding. All one long 
Sunday afternoon. On Monday evening she took 
her first Spanish lesson—took it standing up! 
Her salary was raised to reward her when she be- 
gan handling the firm’s South American corre- 
spondence. Now she can afford to ride every Sun- 
day. 


| i SPORT attire, playing active outdoor games, 
a good looking girl has every chance to display 
her good looks to the best advantage. And though 
some of the athletic males she meets may appear 
rather dumb, she can count nearly always on meet- 
ing at least a few men she will like, to whom out- 
door sport is one of the principal joys derived 
from the possession of money and leisure. 

The quarrel between sports and cash may indeed 


be a serious one. To business girls the cost of 
playing some outdoor games is often prohibitive. 
Equipment and special clothes run into real sums. 
It seems to me that snobbishness adds to the ex- 
pense not infrequently. 

These sport dilemmas force numerous girls to 
find all their relaxation in non-athletic pursuits. 
Mrs. Marion T. Brockway is the “House Mother” 
at the New York headquarters of the Metropoli- 
tan Life Insurance Company where seven thousand 
girls are employed. I asked her what uses she be- 
lieved business girls might best make of their 
leisure time. Athletics, or intellectual diversions? 

“So much depends on every girl’s personal tastes 
and inclinations,’ she said. “Let me say this: To get the 
most out of her spare time, I believe every girl should take 
part in the life of her own community. All spare-time activi- 
ties are so much more valuable when they build up lasting 
friendships and neighborhood feelings.” 

“Do girls who work in offices get enough exercise?” I 
wanied to know. 

“Offices or no offices,” Mrs. Brockway replied, “young girls 
who go around with girls and boys of their own age get plenty 
of exercise. They can’t sit still. It isn’t in their nature.” 


ROM my own observation I am led to believe that the 

problem does not take care of itself as automatically as 
that except where very young girls are concerned. Fostered 
by increased needs for intellectual stimulus and rest, with ma- 
turing years there comes a tendency to neglect physical exer- 
cise. 

At the Carroll Vacation Club I was told that strenuous 
games are played almost entirely by girls around thirty who 
want to “catch up.” 

This trying to catch up, trying to make good too quickly for 
the effects caused by lack of exercise in earlier years, is a 
dangerous practice. I believe it may be due to the fact that 
non-strenuous sports are not popular enough—that too few 
young business people take their exercise casually yet pleas- 
antly. 

Among those with whom I talked while gathering this ma- 
terial, it seemed to be the fixed opinion that business girls go 
in for intellectuat diversions much more than they go in for 
sports. 

In the long run, charm is every woman’s greatest insurance 
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Princess Alexandra Kropotkin. distinguished daughter of the 
famous revolutionist and writer, Prince Peter Alexovitch 
Kropotkin, is a direct descendant of the first Emperor of Russia. 
Educated in England, Princess Kropotkin lived and traveled in 
Europe until three years ago when she came to America. She 
has made two very successful lecture tours in this country and 
is rapidly winning fame as a journalist. Her greatest interest, 
however, as she proves in this article, is the modern feminine 
viewpoint, particularly that of the American girl of today. 


against age. And there is no surer way to cultivate charm 
than by training oneself to benefit from those treasures the 
mind can hoard. Books, music, current events, art, literature 
—all these are fresh air and sunshine to the mind. Even 
Cleopatra did not depend altogether upon her beauty and her 
blandishments. She learned five foreign languages—and used 
them in her work. 

But for the cultivation of charm, the field of learning is no 
more reliable than the robust atmosphere of sport. It all de- 
pends on personal taste and inclination. 

After all, this business of investing your leisure hours is just 
like any other form of investment. The question is this: Do 
you demand immediate returns, or are you willing to wait until 
your investments mature? 


HERE is frivolity in sport, and there is frivolity of the 

mind. Neither brings sound returns. Amusement, pure and 
simple amusement, always should have its place in our lives. 
But let it be worth while amusement. Let it lead to pleasant 
contacts and lasting memories, not the mere drug-like killing of 
time. 

We hear so much these days about balanced diet. Why not 
balanced leisure? No city dweller can permanently withstand 
the narrowing, deadening influences of city life without some 
communion with nature. No devotee of sport can keep mental! 
alertness and breadth of vision unless sport be supplemented 
by contact with the ideas of good thinkers. 

But this active age measures feminine worth by what girls do 
as well as by what they are. And nowhere does the new scale 
of valuations offer better advantages than in the field of sport. 

That is a game well worth the winning. 


49 


| 
t 
= 


Patty Lou Had 
NoSubstance nor 
Real Use. So 
They Called Her 


OOTS had a nerve to keep her hung up on a Wednes- 
day afternoon! The head waiter was beginning to 
stare at her and that nasty trap drummer was giving 
her the eye for the second time. 

Patty Lou elevated her chin so that her eyes struck the wall 
1 good four feet above the trap drummer’s head 

“I can’t give you aaaaa-nything but l-uuu-ve,” bemoaned 
the orchestra. Love! That would do a girl a lot of good all 
by itself. Still, love must be nice if you could afford it. Zeta 
King and Don Richards had certainly been in love 
Imagine going out to a date ranch and liking it! 

‘Tump-a tump-a tump-a lu-uuu-ve!” What did 
loots think she was anyway? A triple zero? She was 
going to be good and mad when he did come. But not 
foo mad, Patty Lou warned herself. 

Toots was too valuable to mislay. In fact it 
wouldn't be at all sad to become Mrs. Toots Barbour 
His folks would probably raise a terrible fuss—they 
wanted him to go to college and marry an Eastern 
debutante—Washington preferred. 

Well, Patty Lou hailed from 
Maryland herself and had dozens 
of ancestors—genuine old colonials! 
But that was about all she did 
have 


HE dining room was filling up 

now. The tables overlooking bs 
the bay were all taken. The col- 4 
lege crowd. The Penninsula debs. ; 
The unclassified. Patty Lou scruti- 
nized them all from under golden 
lashes. Thank heavens she'd bought 
the little black satin in spite of her 
mother’s fussing 

But then, mother always fussed 

\s if a girl could make any impres- 
sion without clothes. Pretty clothes! 
\ girl had to have them! They 
paid dividends. Look at Dot Run- 
yon, for instance. She had lived 
on Divisadero Street and was no- 
body. But she'd put every cent 
she had into perfect riding habits, 
and three months after the horse- 
show she was on her way to Europe 
as “Mrs. Crane Lewis, bride of the 
New York Crane Lewis, sportsman, 
polo player, millionaire.” 

But what could be keeping that 
pestilential Toots Barbour? Why 
didn’t heaven send somebody to 
dance with her? Patty Lou lit a 
cigarette trying not to be over- 
nonchalant 

Heaven was kinder than its wont, however. It sent Dan 
Riordan. He danced divinely and made any girl seem popular 
No hunting here, of course. Dan was going to marry a 
wealthy broker’s daughter, some day. Dan was in bonds and 
believed in knowing the right people. He and Patty Lou had 
understood each other for a long time. 

It was pretty nice dancing without having to make an im- 
pression, or angle for another meeting. Just to dance. There 
were co-eds all over the place. Stanford and Berkeley. If it 
weren't for the studying, college would be pretty hotsy. 

No, on second thoughts being a co-ed, was almost as bad as 
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being a working girl. 
girls who were “booky” or could do things better than they 
could. Secretaries. Teachers. Especially teachers. Silly old 
owls! 
HERE, at last, was Toots coming in the door! He was 
obviously breathless and angry. 
been at it again. 


Men didn’t really care for 


Patty Lou felt a surge of indignation, but 


Patty Lou spied the 
man first. His broad 
shoulders easy 
carriage, as he stood 
in the entrance to the 
dining room, aroused 
her interest. She 
thrilled when she 
realized that he was a4 
headed for her table 


His mother had evidently 
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she decided it would never do to See 
show sympathy at this point. He 
needed a good lesson. She wouldn't 
notice him for a while. 

She looked up at Danny plaintively. ‘What's the matter, 
Danny. Won't even my best friend tell me?” 

Danny pulled her to him, eyeing her appraisingly. Good 
old line! Toots, she felt, was watching them. 

“Easy looking this afternoon, Pat. Easy looking! Who's 
the brave boy who left you all alone?” 

“He’s foaming at the mouth over by the door.” 

“Oh, Toots.” 

“Toots it is!” affirmed Patty Lou, making her voice say more 
than her words. 

“You're a good kid, Pat,’ replied Danny. “And youd cer- 
tainly make me fall in love if it weren't against my principles.” 

There was no sense in Patty Lou making a reply to this. 
Under her lashes she could see Toots. As she had hoped. he 
was angry. It had taken only two minutes and very little 
effort on her part to punish him and put him in his place. 
And yet they sent girls to college! 


ATTY LOU was dignified and quiet. She was lost in some 

dreamy reverie, her eyes following the dancers, while Toots, 
leaning across the table toward her, became frantic. 

“Pat, give me a break. Gee—Pat, the mater kept me on 
the carpet. Didja think I wanted to let you down? Didja?” 

Pat ate the cherry off her frappé. She was rather fond of 
maraschino cherries and considered ordering a plate of them 
alone. 


DUPONT MILLER 


Toots was getting desper- 
ate. “You wouldn't be so 
indifferent, old icicle, if you 
knew the big idea!” 

“Well, who is she?” de- 
manded Pat, each word heavy 
with the weight of her bore- 
dom. 

“What do y’mean, ‘she’?” 
Toots exploded an angry 
bombshell. “The mater had 
a ticket for some one cylin- 
der town in Connecticut on 
tonight’s Overland Limited. 
Had me all signed up, packed 
up, ready to deliver to 
Deam’s Prep School. Untie 
that one, Bright Light!” 

Patty Lou powdered her nose because it 
helped to hide her face. She couldn’t do 
without Toots. He knew everybody worth 
knowing and took her to all the right places 
Why were parents such a nuisance? Toots’ 
mother with the prep school bug. Her own 
mother wanting her to take a _ secretarial 
course and work. 

Toots was pouring out his woes in a rush, 
now that he had caught her attention. 
“Gregg is here in town on his way to Peru. 
Mother has him to back her up while she pulls this fast one. 
Gregg’s m’ older brother.” 

“Really?” Pat raised a polite eyebrow. 

“If you don’t believe ba 

Bliss Merode brushed by with a gay special smile for Toots. 
He caught at it avidly, returned it, grateful for this sign of 
feminine approval. 

This was no time to let another woman cut her out, Pat saw 
“Have you gone lame, Toots?” she inquired, humbly enough. 


S THEY danced Patty Lou decided all over again that 
Toots wasn't so bad. And he did take one to all the 
best places. 

They were back at the table again, and she had shifted her 
chair a few degrees so that she could stare insolently through 
Bliss every now and then. 

“You're really in luck that I’m here at all,” confided Toots, 
the dancing having restored his aplomb. 

“Of course, if I'd known they didn’t let you out of the 
house by yourself as yet, I’d have waited a few years.” 

“Don’t be humorous, little beazle,” Toots retorted. “I go 
where I want and stay as long as I like.” 

“Right now I'll bet you couldn't make a dinner date. 
Mama’s little pettikins promised to be home by seven.” 

“Izzzzzat so?” hissed Toots through his teeth. But Pat had 
surprised the expression on his face first. He had, indeed. 
agreed to a seven o'clock dinner, en famille. 

She blew a cloud of disdainful smoke across the table, smil- 
ing slowly at Dan Riordan two tables away. Patty Lou could. 
at will, make herself look like a disbelieving adolescent angel 
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This expression was one of her major assets and she reserved 
it for a crisis. The situation between herself and Toots’ 
mother had reached a climax, she felt. Toots, who was un- 
aware of any climax, threw caution to the winds 

“Just for that, li'l Wise Egg, you ’n’ me are going down the 
Peninsula for dinner,” he said. 

They danced two or three times more. Patty, properly 
hesitant at first, finally agreed to go to dinner. The tea crowd 
was beginning to thin out. Toots, with all his famous equa- 
nimity restored, was ordering some punch when his brother 
bore down upon them. 


ATTY Lou spied him first. His broad shoulders and easy 

carriage, as he stood at the entrance to the dining room, 
aroused her interest. When she realized that he was headed 
for their table, it was too late to powder her nose in prepara- 
tion 

“S’m’ brother Gregg, Patty. Miss 
Toots, as he hesitated before them. Toots’ face was not 
agreeable. Nor was he particularly cordial toward this 
brother who would so soon be lost in the wilds of Peru. But— 
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Bankhead,” mumbled 


“May I join you, Miss Bankhead?” the brother asked 
Patty Lou gave demure assent, raising her gentian eyes in 
the slow trustful way she had perfected. 


EAVENS, but he was good looking! Deep blue eyes with 

little wrinkles around them. Wind and sun wrinkles that 
made them perfectly heart-throbbing. Had she put on too 
much lipstick that last time? 

“Makes me feel like an old man, Miss Bankhead. All this 
youthful gaiety. Lord, I haven’t danced in the afternoon since 
I was a freshman!” said Gregg easily, genially, looking about 
him. 

“He can’t be true, not really true,’ thought Patty Lou. 
“They don’t make them like him!” She wanted a cigarette 
but somehow her hands wouldn’t go through the necessary 
process of lighting one. 

Toots was neither genial nor thrilled. His face bore an 
infantile scowl. Seen with his brother, he became absurdly 
immature. Here was Gregg ten years ago. There was Toots 


—perhaps—ten years hence, after the world had left some im- 
print upon him. 
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The lady of Gregg’s heart—whose name was Celia—paid 
no attention to the miserable Patty Lou. It was all too 
plain that she had no interest in any one but Gregg. 


away from Toots, Gregg shot back at his brother: 

“Of course, if you haven’t the nerve to go 
back to school alone say so. I wouldn’t want 
you to go where you couldn’t make the grade.” 

The first encore was over. It was time to 
start her “line.” Time to raise her eyes the 
limpid way, whispering, “You must love to 
dance, Mr. Barbour. You've a wonderful sense 
of rhythm.” Time to brush the little fluff of 
golden hair, hair fragrant with Beau Soir, 
against his cheek. But somehow she couldn't 
get started. 

“I’m acting like a mummy,” she wailed to 
her inner self. She felt small, delightfully small 
and helpless against his broad shoulders. She 
wanted to go on feeling that way without dis- 
turbing the mood with minor stratagems. 

“Toots is a good kid. Only he needs man- 
aging. He's so infernally young. I'll take him 
home to his mother after this dance.” Gregg 
was smiling down at her. She couldn’t make 
out whether his eyes were mocking, or merely 
quizzical. 

Suddenly she was furious. Exasperated with 
him, and with Toots, with this whole absurd 
mess called life. If they thought they could 
leave her in the lurch again! Seven o’clock in 
the evening and too late to make another date! 
What sort of a girl did they think she was? 

When they returned to the table, Toots was 
sullen. Gregg summoned their waiter and 
prepared for departure. He ignored Toots! 

“Honest, Gregg, I’ve got a date to take Pat 
to dinner. I can’t ‘let her down this late, can 
I?” Perhaps Gregg ignored him because there 
was no starch at all in the boy’s tone. 


IREGG’S gaze was on Patty Lou again. 
troubled this time. Pat had a flash of 
inspiration. She lifted her blue eyes to their 
most limpid, most appealing elevation. She 
allowed a mist to cloud them. She tried hard 
to choke back her tears. She was surprised to 
find that there were a few real tears to choke 
back, though she hadn't the slightest idea why. 
“Don’t mind me, Toots. You go along and 
do what your brother says.”’ 

Gregg beamed at her. “You're a good sport,” 
he announced uncomfortably. “Look here, yeu 
come and have dinner with me instead.” 

They took Toots home first. Gregg’s motor 
was not flashy but it had a lovely roar. Gregg 
considerately put Toots and Pat in the rumble 
seat, feeling no doubt that they would want an 
opportunity for private farewells. 

But Pat did not feel in the least sentimental 
about Toots’ imminent departure. She dis- 
covered that it didn’t matter so much, after 


Sitting neglected and alone, in the rumble seat of all. Gregg had asked her to dinner! | Tcue, 


the roadster, Patty Lou tasted the bitterness of life 


“He makes Toots look positively unripe!’’ thought Pat. She 
felt, suddenly, rather blue. Inconsequential. 

But Gregg was speaking. ‘Mother is afraid you won't get 
home in time, kid. You'll have some last minute rushing 
around to do, as it is.” 

‘Now look here,” Toots muttered, “if you and mother think 
you can railroad me 

“You get me exactly,’ interrupted Gregg, “ ‘Railroad’ is 
right! At ten o’clock this evening.” 

His eyes weren’t blue; they were gray! Gray eyes that 
made Toots’ pale ones falter before them. Pat shivered 
deliciously. It would be almost enjoyable to be ordered about 
by a man like Gregg. She thrilled when he said, suddenly, 
“Will you forgive me, Miss Bankhead, for the fuss, and give 
me a dance?” 

She thrilled again as, over his shoulder, while they danced 


Gregg was leaving for some remote part of 
South America. But women could go to South 
America, too. Wives. 

A vision of herself came with this thought. A white 
mantilla about her, and a scarlet rose in her hair. Or maybe 
an hibiscus. She was not clear in her mind as to whether 
hibiscus flowers grew in South America or not, but she knew 
that somewhere alluring women wore them in their hair. 

A traffic signal halted them in front of Keener’s Business 
College. Students were thronging in for the night classes. A 
banner across the door bore the legend, “The Gateway to 
Opportunity.” 

Patty Lou’s mother was fond of reading the advertisements 
of this establishment aloud. Occasionally she placed their 
circulars upon her daughter’s dresser. It was as far as she, a 
Bankhead and therefore a gentlewoman, felt she could go in 
urging her daughter to enter some gainful occupation. 

Gaiety was running through [Continued on page 88 | 
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My lot was a dam site 


UH? What’s that, Doc? Let’s get your question 
straight now. What you're driving at is this: 
You want to know what particular types of 
human greaseballs there are that, on first contact, 
tend to arouse in me immediate and unmistakable symptoms 
of a great leariness. Is that the idea? 

Right! Well, sir, there’s two distinct types that have me 
parking the wallet in the inside pocket on first sight 

Type number one consists of bozos that go around calling 
themselves “Captain” in civilian life and type number two 
consists of bozos with dyed moustaches. And this mugwump 
that I’m about to tip you off to was both of ‘em combined, 
besides which he packed a trick cane, green spats and a South- 
ern drawl that he'd taken a course in. 

Of course, my missus told me it was just because I was 
so used to associating with rowdies that I didn’t recognize 
a polished gentleman when I piped him off the first time— 
which was in a Palm Beach suit 
(on Hallowe’en eve) and he was 
talking big about the apartment 
houses he owned while he was 
swiping the meat out of the 
sandwiches on my table. 

The other half of the combina- 
tion (he had a partner) that’s 
going to be featured in a Tabloid 
some day under the caption, 
“Pair of Sharpers Trapped at 
Last,” was an umsavory speci- 
men with a face that kept get- 
ting him picked up on suspicion 
whenever he took five steps off 
his own block. He just missed 
being a smart crook which I al- 
ways figured was due to the 
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I liked his honest face and long slender figure 


Mine 


A Left-Handed Lesson for 
Young Couples Who Contem- 


plate Investing in a Home 


Words and Pictures 
By 
MILT GRoss 


shape of his dome where a section seemed to be 
missing off the back like a Subway door had shut 
on it too quick. 

I'd concocted the pleasure of his acquaintance 
in the Army. From a general nuisance along with 
cooties and such like he festered into an after- 
math of the war, popping into my office about 
every week, each time in a different business such as smuggled 
furs—stolen watches—baseball pools—office chair cushions— 
smoker entertainments—inflating neckties—bootlegging—fires 
started—and anybody bumped off—and anything else that 
couldn’t be mentioned on an income tax return. 

Qf course, my missus said I was just heartless and it would 
be just like me to mock the poor lad who was less fortunate 
than others. She could tell he was all right. She knew 
by his frank face, his straightforward manner. And she 
wants me to let her have her own checking account. Ha! Ha! 


ELL, with all her natural desires to help poor, honest, 

struggling lads you can readily see the chance I have 
one fine day when Squirt (that’s his name) drops around with 
a real estate development swindle. He’s accompanied by his 
boss—a big jellyfish with a beak and a belly and a blue chin 
and a set of table manners, (yes, they stayed for dinner) a set 
of table manners that didn’t go 
by nature with the slope of his 
forehead. Need I detail? 

My wife observes the table 
manners and misses entirely the 
phrenological warnings. Result? 
We become proprietors of nine 
hundred dollars’ worth of some- 
thing on a blue print, with a 
chance to double our dough if 
the weather gets cold enough to 
convert our property into an ice- 
skating rink. But my missus 
just takes our account books and 
each year she marks alongside 
the entry that shows how much 
we paid for the property some 
fancy figures like this: 
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Sept. 1926—Value $ 900 
Sept. 1927—Value 1800 
Sept. 1928—Value 3600 
Sept. 1929—Value 7200 


And she laughs when my kid writes let- 
ters to Santa Claus. 

Then one bright morning we get a tax 
bill. My missus is all pleased pointing out 
how respectable it is to feel like a property 
owner while I’m regarding the amount of 
the tax through a magnifying glass trying to & 
make it look larger, because whereas we 
paid $900 for the lot the amount of the 
tax bill was 4 cents, which, even computing 
the lightest valuation of a kind-hearted tax 
assessor, would make our land worth just 
about two United coupons and an old bottle. 

I get Mister Squirt on the wire. “Hi, 
boy,” I pipe in the breezy old familiar tone. 

pal!” he answers. 

“Hi, buddy!” 

“Hi, side-kick!” 

‘How’s the little woman and the kiddies,” 
I ask. 

“Great, got two now,” he brags. “Boy 4 
and a girl.” 

“Wife and two kiddies, huh? Good ol’ 

Squirt. Well, how would you like to see 
their names in the paper?” 

“Love it,” he says. 

“With the words ‘survived by’ in front of ‘em?’ I suggest. 

“Huh?” he says. 

You see it takes Squirt a little longer to get things: there's 
so much air to go through before any head is reached. Then 
I sail in and the sparrows just have to hop off the wires. 

Comes letters the next day full of esquires and sirs, from 
his oily boss and hectic phone calls from Squirt guaranteeing 
me personally $1000 for the lot and would I just mail him 
the deed because he’s just a pal that is broken-hearted about 
the whole thing. 

Why didn’t I? Well, as you know, the next day, I had to 
leave for California. Why? Well, I'll tell you. It seems 
the Frisco Flyer was due to pass the Salinas, Cal., grade cross- 
ing 10:42 A. M. sharp, Tuesday, and, of 
course, I had to be there to crash into it! 


O AFTER getting enough stitches in 

my pan for Babe Ruth to autograph it, 
{ ship my missus home East and four 
weeks later I hop off a train just in time 
to grab her wrist from signing a hunk of 
paper. 

That was where the doughy Captain 
came into the picture. Directly had she 
arrived home than Mister Squirt was on 
the doorsteps two jumps ahead of the 
morning milk with profuse assurances that 
“that little matter is being taken care of 
and the lot is practically sold—in fact at 
a considerable profit.” 

In the meantime would she meet Cap- 
tain Throckmorton, an _ eccentric mil- 
lionaire—-who—psst—this was strictly un- 
der the bonnet—had a strange hobby for 
making young married couples fabulously 
rich by the most unheard of bargains in 
real estate he owned—old family parcels— 
he wasn't really a real estate dealer 
y’ know—that was just his pastime and 
(so Squirt tipped us off in the bathroom) 
—if he didn’t take a liking to people they 
couldn't get a square inch of his land for 
love nor money. 

“Yeah—that’s fine, Squirt,” I says, shak- 
ing the fountain pen out of my missus’ 
hand—"‘but what’s Lady Bountiful here in 
the horsehair toupee and his bargains got 
to do with the original swamp you're sup- 
posed to sell for me, huh?” I began to 


Things were never more prosperous 


Ae 


I took a tip from the Yankee Stadium 


see a sort of a whole colored revue in the waodpile all at once. 

“Shush up with your rowdy ways,” says my missus. “You 
think you're discussing with your lunch-wagon friends? Have 
respect for a sensible business man.” 

So before I have a chance to get the railroad cinders out 
of my ears it’s high ho and over the heather in the Captain's 
square-wheeled 8, and compared to how I smelled rats, the 
Pied Piper merely had a bad cold in the head. We trek out 
to a track of forest and the Captain blandly proposes that I 
give him fifteen thousand dollars for it, agreeing to take my 
deed to my lot for part payment with Mister Squirt seconding 
the motion like anything. 

My missus is passing out with mortification at the way I’m 
insulting the doughy Captain and his propo- 
sitions right along, but he just smiles toler- 
antly with the weary tenderness of a mother 
trying to feed the baby spinach for its own 
good. 

“You positively have no idea,” he mur- 
murs confidently to my missus, “of the al- 
most unsurmountable difficulties and ob- 
stacles encountered in practically putting 
money in people’s pockets for them. Pros- 
perity must be literally forced upon some 


people.” 


i RIGHT!” I agree. “You poor guys 

have a tough time at that—up against 
all sorts of gyps. Take us, for instance. 
Here we are, riding in your car, burning 
your gas, using your time and we really 
don’t want to buy anything. We just come 
for the ride. Ain’t we the dirty rotten low 
lifes, huh, darling?” to my missus. 
Outside of a kick under the seat that 
almost broke my ankle, noth- 
ing more is said but by the 
time we get home the 
doughy Captain has half of 
the dye chewed out of his 
moustache. 

Then they depart beaming 
like a couple of good will 
hyenas but a block up I 
notice the car stop for a 
minute and Squirt comes 
Mé- sailing out through the top 
on the end of a green-spatted 
| Continued on page 113] 
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Cruelty and Oppres- 
sion and Threats 
and False Charges! 
No Wonder Linda 
Was Forced to 
Defend Herself 
Against the Anger 
of Malachi Trent 


ETER Jerningham, the playwright, Isa B E L B R | GGS go any length to defeat whoever tried 


and Carl Nilsson, crack man o 


the Philadelphia homicide squad, 
and I, Jerningham’s secretary, were M y E R ~ he caused the famous ruby, “The Wrath 


having dinner together. 


While we were dining a man stepped Illustrations by DELOS PALMER Kali in Assam. 


out of a phone booth and introduced 
himself as Ryker. Without further ado, he plunged into the 
story that led us post-haste to the home of Malachi Trent. 
Ryker had with him a marriage license for himself and 
Linda Marshall, Malachi Trent’s seventeen-year-old niece, 
whom Ryker feared was in great danger. Mr. Trent had kept 
Linda virtually a prisoner almost all of her life, because her 
mother had dared defy him and marry the man of her choice. 
Mr. Trent’s threats, which Ryker had said he had just made 
over the telephone, gave the latter reason to believe the girl 
should be rescued immediately. Ryker said that when Malachi 
Trent was opposed, he was aroused to insane fury and would 
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to cross him. In such a mood Ryker 
had once seen Malachi in India, when 


of Kali,” to be stolen from the Temple of 


Cairnstone house was dark when we 
arrived and no one answered our ring, although Ryker said 
Malachi, Linda, Mrs. Ketchem, the housekeeper, and Ram 
Singh, the hindu servant, were there. A terrific crash and 
a woman’s scream drove us to force open the door. 

In the library we found Linda and David Trent, Malachi’s 
grandson. Between them lay Malachi Trent’s body sur- 
rounded by books, a grandfather’s clock, lying face down on 
the floor, and a ladder from which the man had apparently 
fallen to his death. Linda said she had been hiding in the 
window seat, but had seen nothing until the crash frightened 
her. She seemed dazed, and Ryker sent her upstairs and 
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called Dr. Lampton. Before the doctor left he certified that 
Mr. Trent’s death had been accidental. 

But Jerningham refused to believe this, because he dis- 
covered that everything in the room was covered with dust 
except the ladder where Malachi’s footprints should have 
been, the edge of the desk where his head must have struck 
and a small table bearing a statue of Kali. Nor did the clock, 
which the man must have clutched to save himself, bear any 
fingerprints. On the desk was a blank sheet of paper on 
which were imprinted the opening words of a will, but the 
top sheet upon which they had been written had disappeared 
A smear of ink on the dead man’s face and a piece of his 
broken eye glasses seemed to prove that Malachi had received 
a blow from behind. Linda swore she had seen nothing until 
the crash startled her. 

David Trent swore he had been waiting for Linda, whom 
the housekeeper told him was locked in her room, when we 
heard the crash. He forced open the locked library door 


Linda was standing very straight, her hands 
at her sides, and a hectic spot of color on 
each cheek. “You'll get the truth in the 
end,” she said, slowly and clearly, “so you 
really might just as well have it now!” 


through which, he said, he had seen no one enter 
or leave. He suggested that the murderer might 
have left the library by the other door. “But 
the other door was nailed shut,’ said Jer- 
ningham. 

For a moment David stared at us wild-eyed— 
then he buried his face in his hands. His testi- 
mony, given in ignorance that the other door 
was nailed shut, meant that Linda had been 
alone with Malachi in the locked library when 
the murder occurred. David had told his story 
without knowing he was clearing himself at 
Linda’s expense. 

The rest of us could not help wondering 
whether or not David was telling the truth. 
Jerningham’s theory was that the bolt on the 
library had been faked so that David could have 
feigned to force the door when he heard some 
one coming. At any rate Nilsson planned to find 
out all he could in New York about David 
Trent, the next day. With that we all went to 
bed. 

Next morning we found out from Mrs. Ketch- 
em that David had called several times during 
the past week at Cairnstone house to see Linda 
and that he had had a quarrel with his grand- 
father. Mrs. Ketchem confirmed the story that 
Linda was locked in her room on the night of 
the murder. ‘ 

After this we wondered how Linda could have 
been in the library when Malachi was mur- 
dered, if she had been locked in her own room. 
We questioned Linda at breakfast and she said 
that she had climbed out of her window and 
walked the ledge around the third story and 
climbed into the house again through Mrs. 
Ketchem’s room. Her errand to the library had 
been to retrieve her mother’s locket which her 
uncle had snatched from her and thrown into 
the ashes. 

“I had to have it before I ran away—” she 
said. 

“Before you ran away!” said Jerningham. 
“Why were you running away?” 

“I'd rather die than tell you,” she said. 

A croaking voice interrupted to call us to 
breakfast. We looked up and saw Mrs. Ketchem 
and David in the doorway. How long they had 
been listening I never knew. 


S LINDA led the way down the long hall to 
the huge dining room, Jerningham and I 
loitered at the end of the procession. 

“Was that my fault?” he asked under his breath. 

“Was what your fault?” 

“The way I bungled things with Linda. A more skillful 
man might have won her confidence and learned everything 
he wanted.” 

“Not on your life,” I said. “She’s made up her mind not 
to tell certain things. You got about five times as much as 
she meant to tell you.” 

Jerningham shook his head. 

“T got fragments of facts. She knows, or dreads, something 
about Malachi’s will. But what? She was away from Cairn- 
stone House during Malachi’s trip to India. But where? She 
made Malachi furious on Saturday by standing up to him. 
But what about? And Malachi’s weapon, whatever it was, is 
still a living menace to her. But how?” 

“I wish we knew,” I admitted. 

“We've got to know.” Jerningham fumed. “And that child 
could tell us—and won't.” 
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In that mood he took his place with the rest of us at the 
great table and ate the grapefruit which awaited him there. 
It was excellent grapefruit, but I knew he had not the slight- 
est notion what he was eating 


E SAT staring across the table at Nilsson’s empty chair 
while Ram Singh brought our eggs and toast and coffee 
Mechanically he poured the cream into his cup and reached for 
the sugar. And then, with a heaping spoonful poised in mid- 
iir, he stopped. His eyes lit with the incredulous delight of 
i man who sees his beaten team snatch victory from the jaws 
of deteat 
The instant breakfast was over, Jerningham made for the 
locked library. On the thresh- 
old he paused and turned to 


will than the first two lines. Only, since he no longer had to 
bear down, the words no longer printed through and showed 
on the under sheet of paper.”’ 
“Go to the head, sir,” Jerningham said with elation. “It 
only remains to look at Malachi’s pen and verify the guess.” 
He unscrewed the cap from the pen, drew from a desk 
drawer two sheets of thin paper, and proceeded to scrawl 
across the upper one the opening words of Malachi’s last will, 
as Nilsson had read them to us the night before. He wrote 
rapidly, without pressure, and the words flowed wetly, inkily, 
from the point of the pen 
“You see!” he said with satisfaction. “When that pen is 
filled as it is now, you couldn’t possibly bear down on it hard 
enough to print through the paper—with- 
out flooding the page with ink. So we 
know that he wrote the first two lines with 


me 

There are some telephone his pen nearly empty, filled the pen, and 
calls to be made before we MILLIONAIRES MUST wrote an unknown amount that didn't 
start anything,” he said. “Ask print through.” 
David to come in here for a LIVE “That's interesting,” I admitted, “but 
minute, will you, Mac? He'll not very useful so long as we don’t know 
have to call an_ undertaker And, in the November SMART SET, the rest of what he wrote.” 
ind notify the newspapers “The murderer knows the rest of it,” 


When he’s through, come back 
ind I'll show you what I got 
out of my cup of coffee.” 

I found David with Linda 


Margaretta Roberts tells the way 
they do it. Do you want to know 
—from the inside viewpoint of a 
social secretary—just what goes 


Jerningham commented thoughtfully. “That 
might prove important—and I rather think 
were going to get it too. What does 
the general look of this page suggest to 
you: 


ind Ryker in the long hall, : 
ind gave him  Jerningham’s on in 


the glittering 


blotter.” I said, and 


time the absence of 


homes of “That it needs a 


message. He went grudgingly wealth? Just how they spend noticed Pace first : : 

obviously hating to leave the any sma otter on the desk. 

other two together. Remem- their money—and what they do “And the look of this desk pad?” 

bering Nilsson’s advice to to amuse themselves? Miss Jerningham pursued. 

Ryker, I foresaw that Linda Roberts will tell yvou—from her The pad was covered with a fairly new 

was going to have two cava- ji a iain sheet of fawn-colored blotting paper, 
crossed and recrossed by the traces of 


liers in unshakable attendance 
all day, and I withdrew a bit 
to give her a chance for a 
word with Ryker if she 
wanted to have such a chance 

She wanted it. And that word struck so straight to the 
heart of the mystery that I found it impossible to shut my 
ears as I honorably intended 

“Do you despise me?” she said. 
what I did?” 

“There's nothing to forgive,’ he answered gently. “You 
simply weren't yourself. But if it’s any comfort to you to 
hear me say it—I shall never blame you for anything. What- 
ever you did, you had the right to do it.” 

Her voice shook. : 

“Oh,” she cried, “you're so good to me! I don’t deserve it.” 

You mustn't talk like that,” he said. “There can never 
be any question of deserving between you and me.” 

They drifted farther down the hall. Presently David reap- 
peated, hurrying to rejoin them, and I went back to Jerning- 
ham in the library and told him what I had overheard 

Remember it, Mac,” he said. “Every word, as exactly as 
you can. It may mean more later than it does just now.” 

“All right. But, Jerningham, when David left the library a 
moment ago he had that statuette of Kali in his hand. What’s 
the idea?” 

“Oh, he asked fer it,” Jerningham returned 
promised it to Ram Singh.” 


“Or can you forgive me 


“Said he had 


E STRODE over and locked the door. 

‘Now,” he said, “prepare to grovel with me at the 
memory of how stupid we were last night. We had a fountain 
pen. We had a sheet of paper that showed Malachi had been 
exerting strong pressure as he wrote. We had an open ink 
bottle. And we missed the one obvious conclusion.” 

“As far as I’m concerned, we miss it still!” I confessed. 

‘Well, I'm not in a position to crow over you,” he admitted. 
“But under what circumstances do you bear down hard on 
your fountain pen?” 

When it’s going dry.” 

“And after you have struggled with it as long as your tem- 
per will stand, what do you do with it?” 

“You fill it—from an ink bottle,” I answered sheepishly 
“I suppose the inference is that Malachi filled his pen and 
continued his writing, so that there was actually more to the 
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many a blotted line. I stood up and 
started for the door 

“Here! Where are you going?” Jer- 
ningham demanded. 

“Going to get you the mirror from my shaving kit, so you 
can read that blotter,” I rejoined. ‘No use losing any more 
time over it than we have already. We ought to have done it 
last night, of course.” 

“We were too clever to do it last night,” Jerningham said 
ironically 

He gazed at the marks on the pad, that looked so much like 
words and yet were so completely illegible in their simple 
disguise of hind-side before. 

I started with alacrity. 

“And, oh, Mac,” he added, “don’t let anybody see what 
you're bringing. There may be some advantage in our not 
having thought of this last night.” 


MADE record time up to my room and back. The mirror 

was small, and Jerningham could see reflected in it only 
a bit of the blotter at a time. He moved it back and forth, 
up and down, with maddening deliberation, and I could read 
nothing in his face except the completeness of his concentra- 
tion on the task 

The suspense began to get on my nerves. It was preposter- 
ous that a mere sheet of blotting paper should hold—or with- 
hold—the key to so much. If Jerningham found what he was 
looking for, we would know who stood to gain or lose by 
Malachi’s death and the will’s destruction 

“It’s here,” he said. “It’s all here. And it’s a lot worse 
even than I thought.” 

“What does it sav?” I demanded. 

He frowned into space for a tantalizing moment, then an- 
swered my question with another. 

“Mac,” he asked, “are you willing to tackle an awful job?” 

“What sort of a job?” 

“Will you stay on guard here for the rest of the day, and 
read over all the papers in Malachi’s desk, and not look to see 
what’s on the blotter? 

“Hang around the library here and see that nobody molests 
things? I'll leave you the key and you can lock the place 
when you aren’t here, but that’s not much use, for we know 
that the person who's most interested has some sort of dupli- 
cate or skeleton key. And, Mac, | Continued on page 126] 


*“* 7 T WAS ona Sunday afternoon, just before the supper hour. 

Malachi Trent came up to my room, in his blackest, most 
fiendish mood. He—’ Linda shivered at the memory— “the told me 
that he wasn’t going to wait any longer—that I must obey him” 
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OTH of them drew back sharply. Larry was 
twisting a handkerchief tightly around his 
bleeding wrist, anda slim, bright dagger trem- 
bled in Rita’s hand. “‘Why, you little devil,” 
breathed Larry, “‘you beautiful little devil!” 
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ITA ran a careless hand through the tray of bracelets, gay 
modern costume jewelry, heavy near-antiques, some 
pretty, none very expensive. 

“They're very nice,” she admitted. 
the spot. I don't really need a bracelet, you know. 
felt in the mood to pick up a souvenir, if I saw one. 
way, you didn’t show me that one?” 

The proprietress of the little shop, a round-bodied, sharp- 
eyed woman with a slight foreign accent, shrugged her shoul- 
ders as she brought out the little black velvet box that sat 
slightly apart from the others. 

‘“That—ah, that is a special piece with a very special story. 
And its price—fifty dollars—perhaps, more than madame 
would care to spend.” 

“Fifty dollars!” Rita looked wonderingly at the bracelet, 
a chain of curiously wrought, dull silver links studded here 
and there with turquoise matrix. A graceful thing, with the 
vague suggestion of something old and far away in its work- 
manship, but—fifty dollars! Rita estimated that it would be 
expensive at fifteen. “Why so high, Madame Chanieff?” 


“But none exactly hits 
Just 
By the 


“It is a long story,” she said, with an appearance of hesi- 
tation. 
came to Stonebridge, from an actress. 


“T got it—oh, five or six years ago, soon after I first 
You would know the 


Brought to Its Purchaser, 
in a Mysterious Way, a 
Heritage of Charm 


By 
FLORA 
McDONALD 


Illustrations 
by 


CLARK AGNEW 


name if I told you, but I promised not to. 
She was here for her health—the springs, 
you know—and used to come in my shop 
from time to time and chat. I grew rather 
to like her, though she never bought much. 
She had not much money, I thought. 

“And then one day she came hurrying 
in, much excited. She was called away; 
she must raise some money at once; she 
had brought all her jewelry. There was 

not much—a few pearls—little of real value. Last, and with 
much sorrow—this bracelet. It seems she believed it to carry 
a charm of some sort. You know they of the theater are 
superstitious—”’ 

“Be careful,” 
theater myself.” 

“Indeed?” Madame Chanieff beamed, showing a lavish ex- 
panse of gold-filled teeth. “My husband, he has the theater 
here—the moving pictures.” 

“That’s interesting,’ murmured Rita. Stonebridge was get- 
ting metropolitan! “But tell me more about this bracelet. 
What was the charm it carried?” 

“Tt seems there were many stories about it. You see it is 
very old,” Madame Chanieff went on, almost apologetically 
“Tt was said that it had once been a necklace, and had belonged 
to Cleopatra! But as to that, who can say? There are, you 
can see, some queer characters on it, and this actress of whom 
I speak, she had showed it once to a professor, a man of 
great learning, who said they meant—look, can you see?— 
one of them, ‘to venture,’ and the other, ‘to charm.’ Be that 
as it may, she claimed that it had never failed to bring its 
wearer the power to charm in any rdle. 

“I offered fifteen dollars for it, being sorry for her, and 
she then tried to persuade tne to hold it for her until she 
could buy it again. I would not do that. I do not run a 
pawn shop. But she was so sure she would be able to get it 
back, so determined not to create a new part without it, that 
I finally promised a foolish thing—that I would not sell it to 
any one else for less than fifty dollars. 


interrupted Rita, smilingly. “I’m of the 
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and of the poor lady from whom I 
Perhaps without it her luck 
The 


And so, here it is, 
bought it, I have heard no more 
would not return—perhaps she is dead—I do not know. 
bracelet waits.” 


ITA slipped it over one slim wrist and regarded it with 
interest. 

“I wonder if there’s any difference in me?” she remarked. 
“Do you notice any more—er—fascination, Madame Chanieff? 
Or more venturesome-ness?” 

I am sure you have need of neither,” Madame assured her. 

‘Oh, but I have,” Rita sighed 

Audacity and charm! Could any two qualities be more 
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Rita slipped the strange bracelet over her slender 
wrist. “I wonder if there’s any difference in 
me,”’ she asked. “Do you notice a fascination, 
Madame Chanieff? Am I More venturesome?” 


useful in her profession? Ever quick to deprecate her own 
good points, Rita felt at once that there were no two qualities 
she lacked more completely. 

She walked across the shop and regarded herself in a mirror. 

“I don’t see any outward change,” she observed. “But I 
am beginning to feel reckless. For heaven’s sake, put this 
away before I spend my hard-earned fifty dollars.” 

She slipped the bracelet off quickly. What was she think- 
ing of? September almost here, and from the slim budget 
which was to buy her fall wardrobe she actually contemplated 
paying fifty good dollars for a bit of silver and a legend! 
Worse than recklessness—it was madness! And yet— 

“A dash of Cleopatra’s just what I need,” she mused. 
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‘“High-handed and’ resourceful--that little trick of being rolled 
in a carpet might make a good way to get into a producer’s 
office—and she was a real siren besides. I’m not really super- 
stitious—and yet, I wonder if there could be anything about 
this bracelet?” 


HE TRIED it on again. It was indubitably becoming. Was 

it only imagination, or did her round young arm take on a 
little softer curves, taper a little more gracefully into the 
delicate contours of wrist and hand? 

“But I probably haven’t fifty dollars with me, anyhow,” 
she said at last. She opened her bag to see, and her face 
lighted with a smile. 

“It must be fate,” she told Madame Chanieff with a sigh 
“Just fifty dollars and seventy-five cents. No, thanks, I'll 
just keep it on. But you can wrap up the box for me, so I 
can have it properly enthroned when I’m not wearing it.” 

“Shall I not send it? My boy can take it. You are at the 
hotel, no?” 

“No, I’m staying with my aunt on Rock Hill Road. No 
need of your boy going so far. I'll take it with me.” 

“Your first visit to Stonebridge?” asked Madame Chanieff 
as she wrapped up the box. 

“No, indeed. I lived here for two or three years, when I 
was a child. But it’s changed a lot, since then. That’s been 
a long time, of course!” 


“Then doubtless you remember 
Mr. Forsyth?” Madame Chanieff 
said as she handed her the pack- 
age. “He also went to New York, 
and makes a big success, they say. 
producing plays. But he does not 
forget Stonebridge as you have. 
Only this morning I heard that 
he is having a party at his place 
Lere tonight. You know him, 
yes?” 

“Yes, I've met him,” Rita said, 
glancing at the clock hastily. 
“But how late it’s getting! I 
must hurry on, or I'll be late for 
dinner. Good-by!” 


a 


:! ITA went down the street, 
zf a swift confusion of thoughts 
v racing through her mind. Larry 


Forsyth in Stonebridge over the 
week-end! She might meet him 
on any corner, as easily as not. 

“And would he wonder where 
he’d seen me before?” she thought 
bitterly. “Or just not remember 
at all? Producers meet so many 
people!” 

Vivid pictures came back to 
her of the shy, brief romance that had blossomed, in 
the spring of her last year in Stonebridge, between a 
dreamy-eyed high school freshman called Marguerite 
Lane and—wonder of wonders!—Larry Forsyth, promi- 
nent member of the senior class. And a clearer pic- 
ture of the utter fizzle of their last meeting in New 
York only a week ar so before. 

A pride and reserve that she admitted were silly 
had kept her from looking him up on the strength of 
their old friendship—successful producers must have so 
many old sweethearts eager for notice! Sweethearts 
who wouldn’t have to dig up a past buried ten years 
back. But it had been something of a thrill to find that 
the part an agent had thought “just cut out” for her 
was in the new Forsyth production then being cast. 

“Rita Lanier,” Larry Forsyth had repeated, fingering 
her card absently, and without a sign of recognition. 
She did not recall herself to him; it would be so much 
more fun to tell him after she had the part. And she 
felt somehow sure she would have it. A desert girl— 
her slim, dark beauty would surely get her a trial, 
and she knew that once she had the chance— 

Then, incredibly, through her rosy dreams, the fatal 
words, “I’m awfully sorry, but I’m afraid you're not the 
type!” 

“Why not?” she heard herself saying, in a tone of detached 
inquiry. 

“You're too civilized. I need some one quite primitive.” 

And Rita recalled, with frankest self-contempt, her utter 
inadequacy at this turn of things. A girl with charm probably 
wouldn’t have been forgotten in the first place! And a girl 
with even ordinary nerve would certainly have said, ‘Well, 
Larry, old dear, let me read the part—for old time’s sake— 
and I'll show you how primitive I can be.” 

But she had not said that, nor any of the crushingly witty 
things that occurred to her later on the subject of barbarians 
in producers’ offices. She had voiced nothing at all, in fact, 
except a murmured leave-taking in her most _ indifferent 
manner. 


ITA turned into Rock Hill Road. The high school was 

just over that hill, and here was the lane where Larry 
Forsyth had carried her books home from school on those 
glamourous spring afternoons so many eons ago. And Larry 
was in Stonebridge now! Unconsciously her steps lagged 
By all the best traditions of fiction, he should be strolling 
down the old path, thinking of her. 

And then Rita became aware that, instead of the half- 
amused sentimentality that for years had colored her thoughts 
whenever she saw his name, her imagination was drawing 
bold pictures of another sort of [Continued on page 123} 
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Miss Peters as an author. Her next 
article will tell of her trip abroad 


SUPPOSE everybody in the world has wondered what it 
seems like to be suddenly thrust into the light of public- 
ity. I've often wondered about it. And now—I know! 
And it isn’t quite the way I thought it would be 
First of all—there was the awarding of the title of Typical! 
American Girl. And the giving of the check for $5,000. It 
happened so quietly and suddenly, in a sunny office, in the after- 
noon, that I hardly had the presence of mind to stammer my 
thanks. I sort of felt that I should have had on my best 
dress—and all that kind of thing! But Smart Set believes 
in simplicity—even when it comes to the presenting of a five 
thousand dollar check 
I was pretty tired, by the time the judges made their deci- 
sion. So were all of the girls, I guess! We'd had such a visit 
in New York—shows, and trips and radio and motion picture 
studios—presents and dances and luncheons and dinners! My 
head was in a whirl—I was worn out. And so the first thing I 
wanted to do was go home. And the staff of SMart SeT—un- 
derstanding my tiredness and excitement and (most of all!) 
my desire to see my parents, let me hurry back to Miami. As 
I got on the train, in the big New York station, I tried to feel 
different than I had felt when I'd got off the train—in that 
same station—just a little while before. But I didn’t. I was 
just the same girl—and I needed sleep! I went to my com- 
partment almost at once—and it wasn’t until the train was 
very far south that I awoke 
And then suddenly I realized that I, Edna Peters, was the 
Typical American Girl! For just outside my curtain I heard 
a man’s very southern voice talking about me 
‘Wal.” the voice said, “reckon ahm glad th’ leetle Florida 
girl made good. But I hope it won't be goin’ to her haid—” 
I laughed to myself, lying in my narrow berth. It seemed so 
silly that any one should think such a lovely tribute would go 
to my head! 


UT when I got home, to Miami, I found that the conductor 
wasn't the only one who felt that way about me. I had 
expected—you can’t blame me!—to be rather popular when I 
get home. I didn’t expect the sort of thing that happened— 
banners and rose trimmed motor cars and a parade—but I did 
think I'd have plenty of dates and phone calls. But, somehow, 
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except for reporters, the ‘phone didn’t do much ringing. And 
I found that, afternoons, the man who took me swimming was 
my own father. And that, evenings, I went to the movies 
with my mother and my little sister. I was right sensitive 
about it, until I happened to run—one day—into an old friend. 

“What's the matter with everybody?” I asked right off, 
“why is everybody cutting me?” And my friend said: 

“Well, Edna, we all thought you'd be kind of conceited over 
all this—we all are sort of scared of you!” 

After that it didn’t take me long to let people know that my 
head was the same size, and that I was pretty lonely! 


HAT’S happened to me since I became Typical Ameri- 

can Girl? Why, nothing terribly strange. Nice things 
—yes! Funny things. But nothing to throw a girl off her 
balance. I’ve had five proposals. One came from the state of 
Maine, and was written on lined, kiddie note paper with a 
clown and a circus lady printed on the top. And one—terribly 
serious—came from Germany. And one from Poland. And a 
little boy, in Spain, wrote and asked me to bring him a new 
lens for his camera when I made my trip abroad. 

Letters? Oh, I’ve had thousands of them. And thousands 
of telegrams. And I could paper a twenty room house with 
my press clippings. And I had one cable of congratulation 
from as far away as Leningrad, in Russia! 

The nicest thing about it all is that everybody—the people 
who write the letters and the papers who print the news stories 
—seems pleased and satisfied with me. But that doesn’t make 
me feel puffed up. It only makes me feel kind of humble to 
realize what a big responsibility I have! 

Ever and ever so many folks have asked me what seemed 
best—the fame or fhe name of Typical American Girl or the 
money, or the trip abroad. (I'm sailing, by the way, just a 
week from this time of writing) and when people have asked 
their questions I’ve answered—and I guess this will surprise 
you—that the trip abroad was more important to me than 
fame or the money. This is why: 

I'm getting more of a thrill out of knowing that I'll be the 
one to represent all the girls of America, in Europe, than you 
can guess! I want the girls, in Europe, to like me. And to 
feel that I'm worthy to be called “typical” of my nation! 
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Ugly Ducklings 


UNDREDS of girls write me every month 
H worrying over their lack of beauty. 
They have ugly duckling complexes and 
fancy that a stubborn batch of freckles or a 
funny nose is going to ruin their whole future. 

Fate, currently, is acting with its usual irony. The pursuit of 
beauty has become a leading American industry. Yet the ugly 
duckling today has a better chance than ever before in the history 
of the world. 

Billions of dollars in purchases and millions of dollars in ad- 
vertising are being spent to foster the cult of personal loveliness. 
But even in Hollywood, where beauty is god, a perfect face is no 
longer a guarantee of fortune. 

The fascinating but by no means beautiful Garbo is our most 
potent professional charmer. The leading star of the talkies is 
Jeanne Eagles, sultry and magnetic, but neither very young nor 
very handsome. The box-office wonder child is Janet Gaynor, 
a freckle-faced little kid who looks as though she should be 
attending second year high, but who acts with the divine inspira- 
tion of a Duse. 

When Lily Langtry died a few months ago, there was a lot 
of editorial sighing over the lack of contemporary Langtrys. 
Lily, in her day, certainly did demonstrate the power of beauty. 
Crowds stood for hours in Hyde Park just to watch her pass. 
Edward, the Seventh, adored her. When she toured this country, 
villages were named for her and many a young wife wept at 
sight of news-clipped photos of Lily surreptitiously hidden in 
their husband's billfolds. 

“There are no beauties like that in these days,’ 
beards. 

Personally, I believe there are hundreds of beauties, greater 
than Langtry, alive today. The difference is that they go un- 
noticed. Our standards of beauty have changed. 

When three of this country’s most prominent young men lately 
chose their life partners, not one of them selected a girl with a 


sigh the gray- 


by 
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face like a pastel and a mind like a blanc mange. 
Gene Tunney married the aristocratic Polly 
Lauder. Lindbergh selected the retiring little 
Anne Morrow. Young John Coolidge, the ex- 
president's son, announced his betrothal to viva- 
cious Florence Trumbull. Delightful girls, those three. Cultured, 
intelligent girls. But personalities, rather than the traditional 
beauties. 

What has happened is this: As we learn the secret of attaining 
it, we have come to demand more than an exquisite surface. 
A flawless skin is no longer something to boast about nor a fine 
figure an exception. Both have become social necessities. 


UR modern goddesses are girls like Helen Wills, Glenna 

Collett, Amelia Earhart, the flyer, and Rosa Ponselle, the 
singer. All of these girls have the beauty of health, good groom- 
ing, enthusiasm and vitality. And each of them has the added 
charm of achievement. 

The original ugly duckling, you will remember, was the little 
one that all the bigger and better ducks picked upon. The story 
books didn’t tell us, but I’ve always had a private hunch that 
the little duckling finally made up its mind that, at least, it 
would amount to something. It was this resolution to be more 
than it was, to be a super duckling, that turned it into a 
beautiful swan. 

Some few girls are born beautiful. Life is easy for them and 
they take it that way. So much so, usually, that at about 
twenty-five their spiritual emptiness begins to show through 
and they wonder why everything has lost its savor. 

The born ugly duckling has to fight. Today she has the aid 
of our dominant beauty cult, and a very great aid that is. Being 
a wise duckling, she learns to adapt that to her purposes. But 
her greatest aid is a modern truth, which the clever Englishman, 
Aldous Huxley, has pointed out—the greatest source of beauty 
is the experiencing soul. 
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The only catty thing worth cultivating is 
grace. Study the tiger cat for lessons in poise 


HREE types of letters come in to me asking about 
exercise. One group of readers tells me that they've 

taken exercises, but they didn’t do much good. 
Another group says, “I don’t want to take exercise 

because I haven't time,” or, “I think it’s too strenuous.” 

Still another, a smaller group writes, “I’ve been exercising 
for the past six months and it has helped a lot. These are 
the things I'm doing. Can you tell me if I’m on the right 
track?” 

I'm not talking about those fortunate girls whose daily 
routine of living gives them just the right balance between 
exercise and rest, between nervous activity and relaxation. 
They're pretty rare, anyway. Even the most active of us— 
now that vacationing is over—find that the bulk of our ac- 
tivity is confined indoors, or that we can’t relax after strenuous 
muscular exertion, or that we don’t get enough sleep when the 
day is over 

The majority of girls simply don’t exercise all the muscles 
of the body sufficiently. In fact, I could go 
further and say that there are some muscles 
that get practically no exercise at all. It’s for 
those girls that I'm writing. For the others, 
whose outdoor play or household tasks give 
them enough muscular activity, I would say, 
“Learn how to relax and get enough rest after 
the tiring day.” 

Most of us don’t know what the right kind 


of exercise for health means. And some very i / 
foolish people don’t care. Those who care but A 
don’t know often think of exercise as military Ph t/ 
movements, quick, jerky, taken to the com- | j 


mands of a hard-voiced instructor. \ / 
That may be suitable for classes of chil- /\ 
dren, but it’s not the finest kind of exercise \~ \\ 


instruction for adults in this high-pressure age. 
We need to get away from tenseness, from 
tight, nervous awkwardness; we need to tease 
that slump from our shoulders with the most 
delicately persuasive grace we can find 

No two women need the same kind of exer- 
cise. Soldiers may profit by mass exercise and 
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To your double chin, 
turn a cold shoulder. 
That'll get rid of it 
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military drill, but that isn’t what the modern girl needs, if I 
know anything about her weaknesses and muscular lacks. 

What she needs most of all is to strengthen the muscles that 
are weakened by disuse. These are usually back muscles, 
thigh muscles, abdominal muscles and chest muscles. Her 
whole nervous system is so attuned that the jerky, sharp 
movements of the military exercises may nullify any good 
which they can do. They don't really help us to be more 
graceful. Their main advantage lies in the deep breathing 
and limbering up which they provide. 


URIOUSLY enough, all modern systems of exercises have 

developed along similar lines. Physical culture experts and 
doctors who have experimented in this field discovered that 
what women needed most was, first, the rhythmical stretching: 
second, the limbering for strength. 

The old type of right-left! One-two! exercises began at the 
wrong end, by using the muscles hard—any muscles—and 
taking it for granted that this would revive 
the litheness of the body. Of course calisthenic 
exercises do some good things: send the blood 
racing all over the body, bring up the color 
and quicken the tempo of the whole system. 
The trouble is in the after affect. Naturally 
we arent going through life on the right-left! 
one-two! basis. So we usually slump back im- 
mediately like a pulled string. 

But from the old system has grown what 
/\ seems to me to be a much finer and saner and 
\ infinitely more satisfying system of exercises 
/ for every girl who needs exercises, whether she 
be slim or fat, lethargic or quick, short or 
tall. My favorite exercise instructor said, “If 
we could only get the ‘cat’ feeling, we'd be 
on the right road to smooth, beautiful alive- 
ness—and we'd have the atmosphere of beauty, 
which is built on gracefulness.” 

Surely you know the “cat” feeling. Next 
time you go to the zoo take a good look at 
the tigers. They’ve been penned up sometimes 
as long as ten years in a cage which is too 
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small for running about—yet 
have you ever seen a slumping, 
awkward tiger? I really believe 
that tigers, and some other ani- 
mals, are downright beauty- 
conscious. In _ their strong, 
smooth,* free movements they 
are just a bit too self-confident 
to be languid. 


NE of the foremost stu- Good form is 
dents of exercise in the often a matter of 
world told me that exercise five minutes’ 
should develop composure, and pleasant exercise 
posture would take care of it- 
self. You know as well as I do 
that stooping shoulders, choppy 
jerky steps, heads held too far 
forward, describe a lazy, perhaps a frumpy, person. 
Would you go out of your way to know such a per- 
son? No, no more than you would some one who 
strikes an attitude in the other extreme. 

Arrogance, swagger and boldness are just as ob- 
jectionable. And, as the student of exercise men- 
tioned above said, “I have had to develop exercises 
for all types of women—the aggressive and the 
timid. What most of us need, however, may be 
described as something to take out the kinks.” 

Taking out the kinks. Ironing out the tension or 
gawkiness which makes some girls too much like 
ramrods. Building up the down-pulling muscles— 
and spirits—of those whose abdomens and shoulders 
hang down, whose heads droop, those who don’t pick 
up their feet when they walk. 

Artists believe that the loveliest line in the world is that 
elusive outline which describes a woman’s body. The humor- 
ous cartoonists make a great deal of the lines that aren’t right. 
Any caricature, you know, just accentuates a bit of imperfec- 
tion of a face or figure to show how utterly ridiculous bad 
lines can be. 

If you have an extreme figure problem—too fat or too 
thin—a doctor or specialist should prescribe your exercise. 
But if you have a normal body which has fallen into bad 
habits—too tight or too careless, as it were, the following 
exercises as prescribed by an authority will work wonders. 
In a sense they are all relaxing; they are aimed to give one 
that easy, lax feeling in nerves and 
muscles which makes for perfect 
composure. 

The first should be taken after a 
long hard period of tiresome sit- 
ting still: typing, reading, sewing. 
It is called the pinwheel exercise, 
and gives the movements for tak- 
ing strain away. It is wonderful 
for taking out those tiresome kinks! 


Stand erect. By the way, you 
know how to stand erect, don’t 
you? When you really 
straight, a pole held at the ball of 
the foot will be on a line with your 
ear, will pass about one inch in 

2s front of your shoulder, and one- 
third of the way back from the 
front of your waist, and the front 
of your knee. 

Well, stand erect, feet firmly planted on the 
floor. Now begin turning the torso, without mov- 
ing the feet, halfway around, alternating left and 
right. Let the arms swing gently in rhythm with 
the body, and as you turn your upper body to and 
fro let your arms rise gradually level with the shoul- 
ders. Continue turning, allowing the arms to fall 
back to the sides. You will feel the tension leav- 
ing your body, if you do this slowly and rhyth- 
mically. Any good waltz on the radio or phono- 
graph will keep you in time. 


FTER a hard day when you feel all tightened 

up and haven’t time for a tiny nap, and you 
have to keep going, here is a simple and interesting 
relaxing exercise: Stand erect, chin in, arms at 
sides, and pretend you are a marionette. Drop the 
head loosely on the chest, keeping the rest of the 
body erect. Then loosen the shoulders, dropping 
them forward without bending. Then the trunk— 
bending from the waist. Finally, bend from the 
thighs as far forward as possible, loosening the 
whole spinal column, arms hanging straight and lax. 
You should feel the “pull” all down the muscles of 
the legs, which are straight throughout. When this exercise 
is done correctly the effect is that of an erect puppet slowly 
bending over because the supporting strings on head, shoulders 
and trunk are successively dropped. Learn to do this till you 
feel yourself imitating the flopping motions of a rag doll. 
Practising the whole exercise slowly two or three times should 
be enough to induce excellent relaxation. 


HERE are many excellent exercises for girls, and I don’t 

have to tell you how fine good old-fashioned stretching—in 
private—is, or plain deep breathing, for fatigue. I just want 
to suggest the little muscular dodges that help to restore calm 
in the middle of hurried routines of work and play. For in- 
stance, a simple way of taking the strain out of the neck 
muscles is to drop the head forward and back and at the same 
time turning the head from left to right, until your chin 
has touched your left and 
right shoulder several times. 
Don’t jerk. Rather, sway 
the head slightly. Keep the 
rhythm slow, into a sort of 
[Continued on page 120} 


BARGAINS IN BEAUTY 


HER beauty service—her answers 
to personal queries on care of the 


skin, the hair, the eyes, the right colors 
to wear, how to dress your hair and 
similar problems, Miss Mary Lee this 
month adds a booklet on dieting and re- 
ducing. If you would like to possess this 
booklet, or the answer to any other beau- 
ty queries, address Miss Lee, enclosing a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope in care 
of SMART SET, 221 West 57th St., New York. 


Try going as limp 
as a rag doll. It’s 
exhilarating 


Inexpensive and en- 
ergizing—just a good 
old-fashioned stretch 
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The outfit of the month for the clever shopper. A 
tailored suit in brown tweed with lynx-trimmed 
three-quarter-length jacket, separate eggshell 
crepe blouse, yoke-topped skirt. Ensembled with 
a brown satin toque, brown lizard pumps and bag 


Entire Ensemble Courtesy of Stewart & Co. 
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Let This Department Guide You to 
Style Warnings: The Lady Has Re- 


Fall Fashions 


HERE’S a gleam of victory in the eye of the Back Bay 

dowagers. Probably you don’t know these old-school 

ladies, but before we commence our shopping tour this 

month I am going to introduce you to them. Presently 
you will understand why. 

In the history of modern fashion the Back Bay dowagers are 
known as the ladies who kept the faith regardless of the style 
turmoil which surrounded them and which attacked every one 
of the principles that was sacred before the war. There are 
plenty of dowagers in this young, old world of ours and most 
of them—in fact, nearly all of them—are willing to meet youth 
on its own battle-ground. 

Let the younger generation wear short skirts and the older 
matrons are quite likely to wear them a little shorter. Let 
the debutantes fare forth ina willowy silhouette which enhances 
all the charm of their youthfulness, and you can depend upon 
it that the often too portly mesdames, who were in their heyday 
when croquet was ‘he great social pastime, will immediately 
adapt the same moc no matter how unbecoming. 

But the Back k dowagers are made of sterner stuff. 
When the flappers opened wide their coats and turned down 
their galoshes, when they shortened their skirts to beyond the 
knees and made of themselves exact replicas of the species 
male, these doughty elegantes flatly declined to follow the lead. 
Their skirts stayed long and they continued to exude the gently 
fragrant spirit that was the essence of femininity in the younger 
days of Charles Dana Gibson and Harrison Fisher. 

In their earlier years this stubbornness classified Boston’s 
Back Bay Titans as reactionaries. Later they degenerated into 


Gahor Eder 


Fall footnotes. Atop, an afternoon model of brown 
suede trimmed with brown and gold; below, a 
three strap walking shoe of suede and snake- 
skin, a green suede opera pump with green and 
gold kid trim and a white crepe evening slipper 


Courtesy of I. Miller 
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Chic in Your Home-Town Shops. 


These Are Autumn’s 


turned; Refinement Is in Every Line of the New Models and 


Emphasize Coats And Suits 


By 
GEORGIA MASON 


oddities, but still they kept the faith. To them grace- 
ful femininity was the quintessence of chic, and not all 
the Paris edicts of a decade could change that view- 
point. 

It is no secret that the mode has sharply changed its 
course during the last few seasons. I have been point- 
ing out to you since spring that girlishness, softness and 
some remnant of the old-time dignity were the desirable 
qualities in modern dress. But, although all of us have 
worked earnestly toward that goal, there is very frankly 
something lacking in our results. Somehow or other 
we fail to attain the spirit of the thing. We have all 
of the physical requirements—silhouette and dress de- 
tails are clearly cultivating the eternal feminine. And 
vet we lack that lavender-and-old-lace effect which was 
femininity during the early nineteen hundreds. We 
cannot seem even vaguely to approach the soft, efful- 
gent femininity of the radiant Gibson Girl. 

Let me tell you why. There is no question but that 
the dressmakers and designers have done their parts 
It is the usually infallible mesdames of the mode who 
have fallen short. And this is the reason—they lack 
the proper background. Never having known the esprit 
feminine as it existed in those halcyon days when ladies 
were ladies, you can scarcely blame them—and you 
and I belong to this company—if their technique and 
their instincts fail to guide them to genuine elegance. 
If you have never seen the divine Sarah Bernhardt, if 
you have never heard the golden tones of Enrico 
Caruso, it is not to be expected that you will be able 
to imagine what these two were like. There are some 
things which have to be experienced before they can 
be understood and the real feminine spirit in dress is evident!y 
one of them. 


O I conceived the idea of taking one of these Back Bay 

dowagers along with me in an advisory capacity on my 
shopping tour this month. I wanted to get the touch of old- 
school elegance into my selections as much as possible, and I 
did not care to trust any judgment which was nurtured on 
modern styles. I am fortunate enough to know one of these 
splendid patricians—a woman whose mind is as young as her 
judgment is mature. 

We had lots of debates before set- 
tling on our eventual choices. Very 
often we were in strict accord, but I 
must confess that occasionally we took 
diametrically opposite viewpoints. Of 
course, my friend was a little disap- 
pointed because there were no really 
ancien regime frocks for her to choose 
She had to make her selections from 


Fore and aft of a chic chapeau. Of 
black felt this little cap has an off- 
the-face front, trimmed with black 
grosgrain ribbon and a _ shirred 
back. Flattering to the young 


Courtesy of Bonwit Teller _ 


The smartest hats this fall have matching 
searfs. Here, a soft knitted scarf in beige and 
brown combines with a turban tied like a 
gipsy’s kerchief. The jacket, which is the new 
three-quarter length, may be purchased 
separately. Slick for gay, young things 


Courtesy of Stern Bros. 
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Evolved in a striped brown, 
beige and green mixture 
this wool jersey hat and 
searf set provides a chic 
complement to the early 
autumn sports ensembles 


Don Diego 


Courtesy of 
Henri Bendel 


Get reconciled to 
tweed, for the whole 
fashion world is 
favoring it. And why 
not? It tailors mag- 
nificently and wears 
indefinitely. Here a 
fringed brown tweed 
coat goes very au- 
tumnal in combina- 
tion with a bright 
red wool crepe dress 


Courtesy of 
Franklin Simon 


Gabor Eder 
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costumes that were fundamentally modern, and her only 
duty was to pick out from those, the styles which best 
portrayed the spirit of feminine elegance as it existed when 
mother, and possibly grandma, were girls. 

Hats were our first consideration. As you can very well 
imagine, my Boston consultant was extremely critical of 
our modern hats. It was her viewpoint that they were en- 
tirely too masculine. In fact she laid a great deal of our 
failure to reproduce the old spirit of elegance to the fact 
that the chapeau started the costume on the wrong track. 
We agreed that the principal lack of modern millinery was 
its complete devotion to the figure and lack of concern 
for the face. 

In the olden days matters were different. Then, when- 
ever milady fared forth to acquire a new bonnet she spent 
long and patient hours before a very small mirror to make 
certain that the line of her new hat would not collide with 
a perhaps retroussé nose. Her figure hardly entered into 
her selection—from the millinery viewpoint her face was 
her fortune. Of course the modern mode, with its vibrant, 
tense silhouette, absolutely demands a hat which will carry 
out the general line, and I certainly would not think of 
sacrificing that factor in the choice of any new autumn 
chapeaux. Yet on the other hand, I think you will agree 
that far too little attention is being paid to the features, 
and that has been one of the hindrances to our attainment 
of the old elegance which we are trying so hard to reclaim 


Bradley 


The topcoat is always smart and particularly 
becoming to smaller women. This charm- 
ing tweed, in many colors, has a deep shawl 
collar of krimmer fur cut in mannish 
revers. Excellent for town and country wear 


Courtesy of Best & Co. 
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And so, in my hat selections for this month, I have deliber- 
ately emphasized those models which show the face at its 
feminine best. I feel that the off-the-forehead effect is the one 
which shows the feminine features at their finest advantage. 
It is a splendid idea to have this forehead line conform in a 
general way with the oval of the face, and the fact that the 
major portion of the face itself is not screened by some cloche 
effect also enhances the total effect of femininity. 


OU will find every one of the new models which I have 

adopted this month particularly suitable for autumn wear. 
And you will find as well that this type of chapeau will give 
you a splendid start on the road to pre-war elegance. 

Our next thought was for coats, and when I say coats these 
days I mean not only the separate coat but the ensemble coat 
as well. Our problem here was not too difficult. A year ago, 
what with sparse fur trimmings and an utter lack of decoration. 
it would not have been easy to pick out daytime models which 
reflected anything even remotely resembling the old spirit. But 
for autumn our task is much simpler. 

The shops have listened carefully to the shouts and murmurs 
which have been emanating from Paris and they have given us 
lavish fur collars which rival anything that might have been 
worn even in the heydays of Berry Wall and Ward McAllister. 
When you consider the new hats, which reveal so much of the 
face, and the rich, fur collars which provide such a splendid 
setting for it, you will begin to | Continued on page 100} 


Even dresses are coats this fall but some- 
times, as here, the coat effect is merely a 
cape which, when detached, reveals one of 
those very useful, flattering simple tailored 
frocks. A wise investment for the thrifty girl 


Courtesy of Lord and Taylor 


Girls with short necks and narrow 
shoulders will find their most becoming 
model in a coat with a deep collar 
bordered with blue fox and a skirt de- 
signed to flare slightly below the hips 


Courtesy of Best & Co. 


Gabor Eder 


Patou’s contribution to the autumn 
headwear is this saucy hat of felt with 
the new shallow crown and an upturned 
brim. A narrow strip of felt held with a 
tiny nickel buckle serves as trimming 


Courtesy of Stern Bros. 
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Thrift Tips from an Ameri- 
can Girl in France to 


American Girls at Home 
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Buy second. A 
broad brimmed hat 
for that formal feel- 
ing. Example. this 
delightful beige felt 
banded in almond 
green velvet ribbon 


First buy. The all- 
important suit. Pref- 
erably as distinctive 
as this honey-beige 
homespun with 
three-quarter length 
coat, sleeve capes 
and tiered skirt 


ERVICE 
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ractical 


Third item. The 
dominant dress 
coat. Chosen as 
one chooses friends, 
to add variety and 
for the ability to 
go with everything. 
This model uses 
blue kasha and 
very soft gray fox 


Fourth invest- 
ment. A _ princess 
dress of green crepe 
de chine with 
jabots on sleeves 
and bodice and a 
frill about the hem. 
A gown as satisfy- 
ing as is a very 
\ crowded date book 


Ideas 


ARIS, the hub of the universe; Paris, the home of 
fashion; Paris, the city of light; Paris, the city of 
enchantment; Paris, the creator of perfume and make- 
up, or just gay Paris. 

These and a dozen other sides of this most versatile and 
engaging and glamourous city are presented to us, but some- 
how no one ever suggests or hints, let alone actually talks out 
loud about practical Paris. 

And while I, as your personal Paris representative, proudly 
admit that each of the titles describes Paris and the Parisienne 
in one mood or another, I insist that the last is more true 
than any and all the others and is responsible for most of the 
other charming qualities which this city possesses and all of 
which make it alluring to women. 

Paris is a jewel, if you like, cut in many facets, and present- 
ing the one that appeals to each individual in turn, but the 
center of all of these charms, like the center of a fine diamond, 
is the fine center of practicality. And as every true daughter 
of Paris reflects her charm, her chic, her beguiling individu- 
ality, she is also a true representative of this other and, to me, 
chiefest virtue, practicality. Nowhere is it more in evidence 
than in planning her clothes, and in talking about your winter 
wardrobe this month, I want to bring to you something of the 
true Parisienne’s attitude. 

That is why I went to see the best dressed Frenchwoman I 
know, and asked if I might go with her when she selected her 
winter clothes. She agreed, and then added her permission 
that I tell you about what we bought and why she selected it. 

The morning of our rendezvous I expected to find her with 
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ture. A_ subtle. 
practical dress of 
{ beige wool jersey 
with a_ square. 
frill-finished 
neckline and a 
softly flared skirt. 
Good from dawn 
until the dark 


Fifth expenai- 


Sixth buy. A 
dress in which to 
zo places and do 
things. Of the 
ever-elegant black 
satin, it has only 
a strass buckle to 
| relieve its sophis- 
ticated severity 


From PARIS 


her hat and gloves on, waiting to go out. But I was wrong. 
She said, “You told me you wanted to see me ‘in action,’ 
planning my winter wardrobe. All right, here is where we 
start, right in my salon. 

“I have spared you the two days’ time I have spent look- 
ing over the clothes that I already have, the things I bought 
for this summer, the new suit I added late in the season 
for early fall wear, and the clothes that I wore last winter. 
I have looked them over separately, and then together to 
find what I own that will be useful for next winter. 

“Then I made a list of what I like to think of as the 
skeleton of my winter wardrcbe. The things that I must 
buy. For you know that to be well dressed is not only 
every woman’s greatest pleasure and satisfaction, but to me 
it is also my business. And I must count the cost of these 
things carefully. That is why I must know what my purse 
must cover before I make a single purchase. Then each of 
my new things will have their fair share and none of them 
be the sort of thing that I really don’t like but am simply 
forced to buy because I have no more money left.” 


HE problem sounded so much like a statement of my 
own, and of every Smart Set girl that I was more than 
ever sure that we were going to have a truly illuminating 
experience. 
My French friend continued, “This is my list. You will 
think it a very long one, I fear, but remember that I have 
bought few really important things [Continued on page 92] 


A French Shopping Plan 
plus Eight Purchases 
Equal a Perfect Wardrobe 


Seventh item. The neces- 
sary other hat. Brimless and 
brief. Of beige jersey embroi- 

\ dered with waves of darker 
| beige. Be sure it fits flawlessly 


By 
DORA 
LOUES 3 
MILLER 


Sketches by 
FANNY FERN 
FITZWATER 


Eighth and last. The evening coat, 
a thing of beauty and a joy for 
winter. Of red biege velvet and 
red fox fur. Providing color and 
a shopping tour’s happy ending 
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HERE are a good many people in the world who seen 
to be losing sleep over the plight of the girl who is 
“too busy having fun to succeed It's no use trying 
to soothe these heavy-hearted people because, as a 
matter of fact, they like to be worried. They like to think 
that gay young people are coming to a bad end. Let them 
go on and enjoy their worries. But I'm afraid that there may 
be some young people who take all this talk seriously. And 
perhaps these need a little reassurance 

I never yet, in my years of contact with business, have had 
any proof that having a gay time conflicted with getting along 
in the world. As far as I can see it doesn't make any differ- 
ence one way or the other. It neither helps nor does it hurt 
It's a matter that is definitely aside from making a living or 
making money or climbing up the business ladder. 

There are some people in the world who are so constituted 
that they like to be gay and there are others who like to be 
serious. And if you'll think over your acquaintances, you'll 
be able to find just as many of one kind who manage to du 
pretty well as you will of the other kind 

When I was a young girl I was a serious sort of person, in- 
deed, rather solemn. Partly because of circumstances and 
partly because of conscience, there wasn't much gaiety in my 
life. I used to console myself for the lack by the thought 
that this seriousness helped me to get along better in the 
business world, that it made my work better. And so on 

But later on when there was more fun in my life I found 
that I on even better with my work. I don’t suppose 
this was due to the increased gaiety any more than the earlier 
experience had been due to lack of it. As I came to know 
more about my business I naturally made more money at it 


gol 
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ELEN WOODW ARD—w hose monthly 

talks to the readers of SMART SET, are 
not only helpful but stimulating—writes 
from first hand experience. Her path 
led upward through the business world: 
she rose, from the tiniest sort of job, 
to the position of highest paid woman 
advertising writer. And then came her 
book, “Through Many Windows’ — 
bringing with it both fame and fortune. 


That's all. 
other 

People have made huge fortunes and have reached high 
places in the arts or professions who, in the eyes of serious 
people, take things too lightly. 

I know a woman who has a pretty big job and a difficult 
one. Apparently she spends most of her time away from her 
office at some party or other. She lunches with amusing 
people and she dines with them and she goes to late parties: 
her hour for arriving home is between two and four in the 
morning. And the next day she is at her office at ten o'clock 
full of energy and blooming with health. 

How long that health will last under such demands is her 
business. But that’s not the point in this story. She would 
tell you, if you asked her, that this going to parties is necessary 
to her job and accounts for her doing so well at it. 

It really has nothing to do with her job. It doesn’t help her 
any more than my old solemnity helped me. She just naturally 
likes to be gay and have people about her. But we are so 
foolish about having fun in this country that she thinks she 
has to make some excuse for herself before she 
can be amused with a clear conscience. 


So all that proves nothing at all, one way or the 


E CANNOT seem to learn that the whole 

idea of amusement should be kept in one 
compartment and work in another. If you're 
naturally a gay person, if you like to dance, if 
you like to wear gay clothes and use make-up 
on your face, that’s one part of you. It has 
: nothing to do with your work. 
i If you prefer, however, to read or to sit quietly 
by yourself, that’s all right too. It has nothing 
to do with your work either. If we could just 


Many a girl tells herself that 
seriousness is a business asset. 
This may be the truth, and it 
may be only an alibi. As a 
matter of fact, it doesn’t much 
matter whether you have a good 
time—or spend the evening at 
home with a copy book. If you 
know your job you're almost 
certain to get ahead regardless! 


Courtesy of 
Universal 


Girt 
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You 


HELEN WOODWARD Says 


That the Life of the Party and the 
Studious Girl Have Equal Chances 


of Making a Success in Business 


have the courage to follow our temperament, to do what we 
like to do and let the business part of our lives take care of 
itself, it would be so much better. 

To be so tired in the morning that you can’t do your work 
seems foolish. But contrary to general belief, there are 
people in the world who are not ambitious, who don’t 
want to make a successful career, whose main object in 
life is to be amused from day to day and who cannot 
find any amusement in business. If you are one of 
those people, if you’d rather be tired and not do your 
work well, if you don’t want to get on particularly 
well, have the courage to live that kind of a life. But 
if you do have that attitude, don’t pretend that the 
thing that keeps you from getting ahead is the little 
amusement you get in your life both in and out of the 
office. That won't be the truth. 

The truth will be that you really don’t want the responsi- 
bility and trouble of a worth while job. Not everybody is 
fitted for an ambitious career and the people in the world who 
are amiable and amusing and nothing else, are often a won- 
derful delight to others. 


OR some years a national correspondence school has been 
running an advertisement which shows two people— 
one earnestly reading and the other amusing himself at a 
party. The caption is: “Which of These Two Will Succeed?” 
This piece of copy has been the source of a good deal of 
amusement to advertising men because it is assumed by the 
advertiser that you will choose the earnest reader as the suc- 
cess, whereas most men in offices will tell you that it’s the 
good mixer who will succeed. Both the advertisement and 
the advertising men are wrong. One answer is just as erro- 
neous as the other. As a matter of fact, one of these men in 
the picture is just as likely to get on as the other. The qual- 
ities needed for making money or making a career have no 
connection with either reading books or going to parties. Ob- 
viously, if your job is that of selling goods where nothing is 
involved except making friends, being a good mixer will help 
you in the job. And obviously if your work requires material 
out of books, you will be helped along by spending many 
hours with books. But except for such special instances, books 
won't help you make money, and neither will parties. And 
books won’t keep you from making money, nor will parties. 


EARS ago I knew well a man who used to arrive at his of- 

fice about an hour late every morning. He usually walked 
in about half-past ten with a joyous air of well-being. This 
buoyant manner was unbearably irritating to the careful and 
rather dyspeptic head of the office—a man who seldom smiled 
and then only for good business reasons. Both men read a 
good deal. The man who came late preferred philosophy and 
books that were beautifully written. The office chief liked 
more popular magazines and fiction. 

As you might imagine, the man who was so full of high 
spirits spent a good deal of his time having a good time. The 
grave office chief, on the other hand, had very little amusement 
outside his work. There’s the picture. And now let’s draw 
the moral. Which of these two [Continued on page 108] 


Courtesy of Fox Fiims 


Sometimes a party—with lots of music and gaiety 
and laughter—irons out the mental kinks and makes 
for office efficiency. We all need a certain amount 
of escape from the work-a-day world, and those of us 
who are wise seek that escape sanely and openly. 
Rouge doesn’t come off on typewriter paper—and a 
glad heart makes the hardest work seem easier 
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Yellow organdy curtains 
against cream and green wall 
paper give the effect of sun- 
shine where it’s not! The 
linoleum floor creates neat- 
ness, and a chair by the 
butterfly table adds comfort 


Margery Sill Wickware, 
Decorator 


HEN ladies wore 

trailing skirts and 

puffy sleeves, they 

read novels abou 
little country girls going to the 
big wicked city in search of fame 
ind fortune. After the innocent 
little heroine reached the metrop 
olis she walked wearily up one 
street and down another hunting 
lor respectable lodgings. And 
uccording to tradition she always 
found a hall bedroom. 

Evidently nothing smaller or 
meaner could be thought of 
But that was in the by-gone days 
and now these self-same hall bed- 
rooms are often as smart, as col- 
orful, as charming and livable as 
the most palatial bedroom on Park 
Avenue 

You know what the once-de- 
spised room is, don’t you? The 
space on the second floor or third 
floor, or as high as you can go 
that is directly over the front 
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Ta Your Own Room 


| 


Can Make Up in Charm What 


It Lacks in Spaciousness 


BY 
ETHEL LEWIS 


entrance hail. Such a hail usually is narrow with a wide 
living room at the side facing the street. Atter you ascend 
the stairs you find another large room at the front of the 
house and snuggled in next to it that narrow and sometimes 
long room dubbed the hall bedroom. Nowadays that name 
seems to be applied to any and all small bedrooms, that is 
if they are smaller than their neighbors and obviously 
designed for but one occupant. 

This small room is really one of the best in the house to 
seize for your own, for it’s such a cozy intimate sort of room, 
one that by no trick of Fate could belong to any one but 
vou. Soif you have one don't blame your hard luck, but thank 
vour lucky stars. and set about decorating it to make it so 
definitely your own room that it 
will always be a haven of refuge. 


HERE is one tiny room I 

know that is the untouched, 
unentered private room of the very 
busy mother of five children. She 
has a lovely big bedroom which 
she shares with her husband, 
the children, the dogs, the maid, 
the seamstress—in fact, it is 
mother’s office. But the tiny hall 
bedroom is her own and a dainty 
and delightful place it is, despite 
its size, about five feet by eight 
feet. There she has used only 
the colors she likes best—pale 
blue and peach. There is a tiny 
desk, a lovely chaise longue with 
many soft frilly little cushions, 
and a table close by that is well- 
laden with books. Of course 
there is a good lamp te read by, 
to sew by; even to rest under 
its mellow light is a_ pleasure. 
There is one other comfortable 
chair, for despite its being her 
own room she often wants some 
one person there with her for a 
quiet talk. Ive never known a 
room that so thoroughly reflected 
the character of the owner, or 
was so helpful to a busy life. 

But when the hall bedroom be- 
longs to you or to me it has to 
serve many purposes. First there 
must be the bed, and in any small 


Walls of pale orchid and woodwork of 
jade green. Semi-glazed percale over- 
draperies of blue-green, with a design 
of calla lilies in white with pink and 
orchid. The green desk adds a final 
lovely touch to this unusual room 


E. Helen Dunbar, Decorator room that is a problem. Let it 
be a bed that is really wide 
AVE you a dollar to spend on your enough and long enough to be 


comfortable for you and yet does 
not look large. Remember that 
there's nothing can so destroy 


home—or a hundred dollars? Do 
you want to know how to make the 


money go farthest? Do you want to your happiness as a poor bed. 

redecorate or to buy your first furnish- It can be just a couch-bed 
ings? Do you want advice? If so, without head-board or foot-board, 
write to Ethel Lewis. in care of SMART with a tightly tailored cover, or 
SET Magazine. She'll give it to you. it can [Continued on page 115] 
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Dos and Don’ts for Train Travelers 


ABOARD! 


ALF the fun of going any place is the fun of getting 
there, however the journey may be made: by motor, 
by rail, by water, or air. What traveler is so blasé 
that she would choose to cross the continent by 

swallowing a transportation pill in New York at night to awaken 


in San Francisco the next morning? 

What opportunities for adventure she 
might miss; what possibilities for ro- 
mance in new scenes and among new 
people! To escape from the monotony 
of the every day grind into ways that 
are unexplored and feel the joy of the 
open road, who can fail to get a thrill 
from this? 

When any woman tells you she hates 
to travel, you may be sure it is because 
she has not learned the art of doing it 
well. She does not know how to make 
herself comfortable during the journey, 
how to make the least of annoyances 
and how to enjoy the courtesy of the 
road, the most important of all. 

Unfortunately the traveling public is 
discourteous. Too many people wave 
au revoir to their manners as they wave 
au revoir to the family and pick them 
up only when they greet their friends 
at the end of the journey. But the 
truly well-bred person takes her man- 
ners with her. They are quite as im- 
portant as her purse. 


HE acid test of good breeding lies 
in behavior shown “off guard,” under 
discomforts and among people in whose 
welfare we have no personal interest. 
And because courtesy is as-rare as it is 
delightful, a little scattered along the 
way where we least expect to find it 
can contribute more to the journey 
than a gleaming trail of silver pieces. 
Thus, the first rule for the good 
traveler becomes consideration for fellow 


passengers. Remember that when you buy a ticket you merely 
You are not sole 


rent space from the railroad company. 


possessor of the entire train but one of many tenants with 
whom you share the aisles, the vestibule, the dressing room, 


Take your place in line at the 
ticket window. Don't expect the 
man in front of you to step aside 
just because you area woman. The 
rule is, “‘First come, first served.” 

Don’t open or close the window 
without consulting the preference 
of the person who is sharing your 
seat. 

Don’t put your suitcase in the 
aisle. The trainman will ask you 
to remove it. 

Don’t monopolize the entire seat 
when a car is filling up. 

Don't turn over a seat and put 
your belongings on it. It is a mark 
of greediness. 

Don’t monopolize the observation 
platform the entire length of the 
journey. 

Don’t be a restless traveler for- 
ever pacing the aisle. 

When trying to talk above the 
noise of the train, keep your voice 
low pitched. A loud voice calls 
forth a most condemning attention. 


the observation car—perhaps the very seat you occupy. In- 
stinctively you dislike the officious person who takes possession 
of the entire seat, puts her baggage “all over the place” and 
glares at you rudely when you timidly ask: 

“Pardon me. Is this seat taken?” 


The begrudging manner in which she 
clears the minimum space for you and 
your belongings mekes you feel like an 
intruder 

It is this disagreeable type of person 
who shoves her way into the train. 
elbowing her fellow passengers right 
and left, bent on getting a seat at all 
costs. Manners never enter her mind. 
She grabs the best place, raises or lowers 
the window, pulls the shade up or down 
without so much as “by your leave.” 
It isn’t the open or closed window you 
mind. The thing you resent is her 
flagrant discourtesy in disregarding your 
wishes in the matter. After all, you 
have paid for half this seat. You should 
have equal voice in these matters. 


N A Pullman car the person who 
buys the lower berth of the sec- 
tion is entitled to the forward facing 
seat before the berths are made up. 
The occupant of the upper berth, hav- 
ing paid a lesser sum, takes the opposite 
and supposedly less desirable seat. That 
is, she rides backward. But a discussion 
of which seat belongs to whom is never 
entered into by the well-bred traveler. 
If the occupant of the lower berth is 
a man and he is courteous enough to 
offer the preferable seat to the lady, she 
need not hesitate to accept it with a 
gracious “thank you” and a smile. 

The Pullman porter makes up the 
berths any time after dinner. If one 
of the occupants of the section wishes 
it made up early, it is courteous to con- 


sult the other occupant before giving the order to the porter. 
While the berth is being made up, a man usually goes to the 
smoking room or ‘club car. A woman sits in any near-by seat 
or takes her toilet case to the [Continued on page 169! 
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When a Girl Meets 
Sudden Disillusionment 
How Can She Feel 
That Even the Man of 


Her Choice Is Really 
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Ranulf’s back had very nearly dis- 
appeared into the room Mildred 
indicated, but at the sound of Janet's 
footsteps he turned about. He gave 
her a cool, purposely long stare before 
he shut the door, and Mildred laughed 
to herself. Janet's training had begun 
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By 
| O V eC r MARGARET WIDDEMER 


HEN Mildred Putnam started to America her 
heart was filled with misgivings. For the trip 
was being taken in fulfillment of a promise made 
to her Uncle Martin, just before his death at the 
old manor house in Devon. The promise concerned the dis- 
tribution of his fortune, half of which was to go to Mildred. 
The other half was to be divided between her cousins, Janet 
and Mac Holliday, if Mildred found these Americans worthy of 
it. If they were not, the money was to go to Ranulf Wycombe, 
a young English nobleman, who was in love with Mildred. 
Louise Bartine, another relative, was to receive a bequest if 
she were deserving, but Uncle Martin had doubts of her worthi- 
ness. On the ship to America, Mildred met a Lola Redding 
and her daughter, Billy. This Lola, she later discovered to be 
one and the same as Louise Bartine. Mildred’s thoughts of 
Lola were distracted when she met Hugh Bannard, a friend of 
the Hollidays. When Hugh was taken ill, suddenly, the Holli- 
days insisted that he should stay with them. It was not strange 


that Mildred grew interested in this young man, but she did 
not realize that the interest was turning into love until it was 
brought home to her that Lola apparently had a prior claim 
upon him. 

This tangle was not the only one at the Holliday camp. 
Janet, who was an objectionable, ultra modern young woman, 
was having a love affair with an equally unpleasant young man. 
And Mac, the fine son of the family, was hopelessly in love 
with Billy, Lola’s daughter. In fact the course of true love, 
at the Holliday camp, was far from smooth. 


said to a man or he to you; no matter how much lay 

between you, if you were living in the same house you 
had to face each other—lightly, pleasantly, as if nothing mat- 
tered—sooner or later. 

Mildred made herself go down to breakfast. She smiled 
more brilliantly than usual at the group at the table. Hugh 
was there, of course. And he looked up and spoke to her as 
if nothing much had happened, and she hated him for a mo- 
ment, till she saw how pallid he was under the tan. 

There was, happily, little need for conversation. Uncle 
Robert was intent on his arrangement for a short fishing trip 
farther in the woods, to another lake, which he, with Dr. 
King of the neighboring camp, and Mac and Hugh, planned. 
Mac, dear plucky Mac, was laughing and talking more than 
usual. He was for making it a longer trip than his father 
thought necessary or advisable. 

It was Janet, drifting in late and sleepy-eyed, who called 
attention to the fact that Hugh and Mildred were both silent. 

“You aren't saying a word, either of you!” she said. “I 
hate people who gloom at breakfast. Except artists, of course. 
They have to. Mildred, aren’t you ever going to get that won- 
derful friend of yours over here? You must. I want him.” 

“I wrote last night, asking him to come,” Mildred said. She 
was conscious as she spoke of Hugh’s eyes burning on hers. 
She could feel them turned away, as if they were determined 
to focus on other things. 

“How’s he getting away from Mr. Garstin? Won't he lose 
his job?” inquired Uncle Robert. ‘Mustn’t let his devotion 
to you—or is it American lecturing—smash his future!” 

“Mr. Garstin is an old friend of the Wycombes,” Mildred 
said. “He would take on a temporary secretary and find 
another place for him when Ran came back.” 

“It doesn’t sound like much for a young man to be just a 
secretary,” said Aunt Ethel, looking concerned. 

“It’s different in England, Mother,” said Uncle Robert, with 
that affectionate indulgence his voice always held for his 
womenfolk. “There, being a secretary, is a step to a political 
career. It isn’t stenography and typewriting and *chewing- 
gum, as it is in America.” 

“Oh, I see,” Aunt Ethel said. Instantly satisfied, as she 
always was, by her husband, she turned her attention to her 
guests. “Oh, Mildred dear, I’m afraid this coffee is cold. 
Ring for more.” 

“It’s just right, Aunt Ethel!” Mildred said, but the under 
current of her thoughts ran, “Lola really loves him, I suppose 
And she hasn’t even told Billy. It’s like a maze. I wish I'd 
never come here.” 

There was no need to guard herself from Janet’s eyes. They 
were rolled up too high over the rapturous excitement of 
Ranulf’s coming. The real Janet, the fluffy fourteen-year-old 
who had stayed fourteen till she was twenty, emerged with a 
shriek. 

“Oh, goody, goody! We'll have him first! We'll give din- 
ners for him! I'll have it all over Molly, with her old columnist 
that she knows. 

She caught Wally’s scornful eyes, turned scarlet, clutched 
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for her poise, and supsided with an apologetic, “Molly hasn't 
an idea of real art, you know, Walls 

You haven't any too much.” said Wally with that brutal 
frankness which kept Janet in her place 

Their banter continuing until breakfast was over left Mil- 
dred free to think her own thoughts 


What have you been doing to poor old Hugh? Mac de- 
inded of her in a whisper on his way out. “He has a hor- 


rible case on you, and he’s one of the best. Youre treating 
him like a hound-pup if I ever saw it done 
I'm not. He’s interested in some one else. He says so 
himself. He can take good care of himself Mildred flung 
back at him He doesn't need me to worry about him at all.” 
Oh, all right. Sorry. I— 
oh, Lord!” he burst out, “I do 


want somebody to be happy! 


I'm perfectly happy. And 


when Ranulf comes I'll be 
happier still, And, Mac dear 
lt know things will straighten 


out for you and Billy 

Not unless I can lie myself 
black in the face, which I 
won t said Mac. bitterly, 


diving for his rod in a tangle with 


up 

of nets an rifles goll 

sticks which inhabited a dark and broken bottles. 
closet her away 


“I think Til come.” said couldn’t make her 


oh > ors 
for she had the courage to fight 
“Indeed you won't, young 
man,” said Uncle Robert be- ond Dreaming”, in the Novem- 
den death on may teads. Get ber issue of SMART SET Magazine. 
one of the girls to take you 
on the lake, or go fishing 
nea’-by. We have a climb ahead of us. That's it—trout.” He 


this clever though. “Go over to Wind Lake 
See what those Silver Doctors 
Mildred can paddle 


brightened at 
and bring us a string of trout 
you think so much of can do for you 
vou 

They seemed in a conspiracy to force him on her! 

“You've forgotten you have an engagement down the lake. 
Hugh,” she said coldly and slipped away before any one could 
ask with whom 


ANULF’S cable came. It would be followed as soon as 

possible by Ranulf himself. The intervening weeks passed 
for Mildred in an alternation of keeping away from Hugh 
and—when she could not do that—tormenting him in a per- 
fectly legitimate way. He was engaged to Lola. The as- 
sumption was that he loved Lola, and she held him to it 
Indeed, everything held him to it. Some of the time Mildred 
believed that it was really his sense of honor that held him to 
his word. And some of the time, she told herself that if he 
really wanted her more than Lola he would break with Lola 
under any circumstances And again she would have spells 
of being bitterly certain that he did not care for her; he never 
did: he was merely one cf those men who try to make every 
girl believe their love, and go as far as they can without com- 
mitting themselves. He hadn't committed himself in words 
He had only made it plain that he would have asked Mildred 
him if Lola were not holding him fast. Or perhaps 


to marry 
her vanity made her think that, even though it weren't so 
nd Im bound here! It’s intolerable!” she thought 


The second day after they had met Lola, Mildred deliber- 
ately asked Hugh to go off alone with her 

Do you know that you should ask Mrs. Redding to let you 
make your engagement to her, public?” she told him, point- 
blank. “It isn’t fair to my uncle under the circumstances that 
you don't.” 

Don't you suppose I know that?” he said. “I wish Lola 
hadn't come up here. It’s hard on Mac, and hard on Billy in 
a way Lola can't understand.” 

“Why can’t she?” inquired Mildred 

Hugh frowned a little, as if he were puzzled at that 

“I suppose it’s because she’s so feminine. She says that 
when she loves any one as she loves Billy, she thinks of nothing 
else but their welfare—that theoretic considerations of right 
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They Sent Caryl 
Away from College 


Because they found her lying un- 
conscious in the road, all tangled 
a wrecked automobile 


in disgrace, but they 
stay 


back. Read how she did it in “"Sec- it’s 


She is like a tigress.” 


or wrong mean absolutely nothing to her 
I ve read 


“Oh, yes, that tigress in defense of her young 
about her 

Mildred could not help letting a little note of scorn seep into 
the voice she was trying to hold detached 

Hugh did not answer her angrily. He only looked at her 
helplessly, with a tacit plea for mercy which, though she could 
not quite understand, she granted 


HATEVER Hugh's arguments with Lola were, thev 

were effectual. At any rate, he had it out with the 
elder Hollidays, before Mac and Mildred—Wally and Janet 
being. as usual, absent somewhere 

Hugh said that in view of their disap- 
proval of Lola he felt that they should 
know of his engagement to her. That he 
had wished to tell them before but had 
only just won Lola over to his way of 
thinking. And that, also under the circum- 
stances, he didn’t think it was fair of him 
to remain their guest. 

The elders took this with obvious dis- 
tress. They didn’t like his being engaged 
though their politeness concealed it, but 
they liked his leaving still less. Neither 
of them thought him as well as he thought 
himself 

“He hasn't any people, you know, dear.” 
Aunt Ethel explained after Hugh had 
gone, “and no man is really fit to look 
after himself. If he would go down where 
low, it would be all right. But the 
alternative, I suppose, is that little shack 
of Jims’s, or staying with Mrs. Redding.” 

Now, under the circumstances he would 
have to stay with the Hollidays and Mil- 
dred would have to be pleasant to him. 
But after all Ranulf was coming soon, thank heaven! 

Ranulf sauntered into camp one afternoon as if he had 
just strolled up the lane from the New Manor with a mes- 
sage from his mother to Uncle Martin. Mac must have gone 
for him in the Ford, though Mildred didn’t think of that at the 
time, she was so glad to see him. She ran forward to greet 
him, and he kissed her 

That was nothing, of course. But the way he did it was a 
good deal. It was not the brother's kiss she had always 
known. It was possessive, deliberate, pleasured. He held her 
in his arms a long moment before he let her go and looked at 
her, but his words were, as always with Ranulf, unemotional. 

“Well, Milly, it’s good to see you. Looking well. Like it 
here?” 

All the better for seeing the young squire’s bonny face, 
bless it!’ she answered, lightly, in a phrase of Mrs. Hawkins’s 
which she knew teased him always. 


They sent 


away, 


E LAUGHED, putting his hands on her shoulders and 
pushing her off to look her over. She had forgotten how 
handsome he was 

“They haven't broken your spirit at least, Mildred.” 

“Broken my spirit! My dear Ranulf, if you mean my uncle 
and aunt, it would be easier for me to break theirs. They are 
the most docile elders I have ever seen.” 

“Well, it’s nothing new. Bill Yeo’s father used to let Bill 
beat him,” he replied leisurely. “I say, Milly, where has the 
lan put my luggage? And isn’t your young cousin uncannily 
like Mr. Putnam, though?” 

“I'm glad yeu think so too. 
I wanted to. I wonder what you'll think of Janet 
gage? In the second room to the left.” 

“That's the girl, isn't it? Do I have to? 
about you, you know.” 

Mildred ignored that. 

“I think she'll make you! She and her fiancé have talked 
of nothing else but the visiting baronet for two weeks.” 

“Snobs, eh?” 

Mildred shook her head. 

“No. Nothing quite as sophisticated as that. Though they 
strive pathetically for sophistication, and Janet tried at first 
to put me in my place.” 

“She did?” said Ranulf in the voice-that he used when he 


I thought I imagined it because 
Your lug- 


I want to think 


Mildred stood up, as Hugh turned his flashlight in the direction of her voice. 
As he came crashing toward her, through the underbrush, she heard him speak. 
“Mildred,” he was saying, huskily, ““Mildred! Thank God I've found you!” 


felt people were taking liberties with his own possessions. She 
counted that way, then? Well, she had expected to when she 
let him come. Then he smiled. “Have to train her a bit. 
Train the fiancé too, what?” 

“He'd love it! He is looking forward to the author of his 
precious first edition of ‘Oxford Fields’.” 

Ranulf looked alarmed. 

“Oh, I say, I tied up with a lecture bureau as I came through, 
but I thought I could call it a day till October. Play around 


in the wilds and shoot grizzlies in peace, you know. Are the 
rest like that?” 

“See for yourself. I love them.” 

“Who’s the dark Johnny I saw cleaning a rifle on the back 
veranda as I came through?” 

“A guest,” Mildred said in a colorless voice. This was 
bound to come. “His name is Hugh Bannard. He is engaged 
to—oh, Ran, when you get settled I have such a lot to tell 
you—to the Louise Bartine Uncle [Continued on page 102] 
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You Can Get Away With Anything 


puppy. He expects life to go on being 
ideal without the faintest effort from him.” 

Gradually, as traffic cleared, Greville put 
his foot down a little harder, ran up to 
fifty, fifty-five, occasionally sixty on bits 
of straight going 

The thoughtful 
at any rate this 
the unsatisfactory 
daughter, however 


from Ann; 
and life; 


mood lifted 
was movement 
compromise of being a 
independent, her 
father’s house had gone forever. Her mouth 
curved into a faint smile at the idea of 
having an immortal soul to play with. 

A strange light flickered into Greville’s 
eyes, then flickered out. He dropped the 
speed to forty-five, stretched out his hand 
and took hers. Somehow those linked hands 
seemed to her symbolic 

“All that life has to offer and it’s all mine 
to do as I like with,” Ann told herself 
Then, as the pressure on her hand grew she 
pressed his in return and drew hers away. 


They had come to a particularly beautiful 
spot along the road which ran along the 
edge of a cliff. Greville stopped the car and 
they had gotten out for a moment until 
Ann said, at last: 

“Get on with it, Greville, there’s an 
angel. You promised me the first cup of 
tea of my married life in Maidstone.” 


HEY fled along a wide and splendid 


road, attained Maidstone, edged into 

the narrow haven of the “Star’s” yard, 

climbed the staircase of that ancient inn. 

Ann came back from doing her face to 

find tea waiting. They sat and laughed 
into each other’s eyes. 

“So unusual and yet so different,” he 


said “Heaven knows how many pubs 
you've had tea with me in, and yet we 
shall always remember this tea at the ‘Star’.” 

Then the car again and the flying miles 
to Dover 

Greville picked his way soberly through 
that ancient tram-ridden gateway of Eng- 
land to where, isolated among quays and 
railway tracks, the Lord Warden Hotel 
leoks seaward to the French coast. 


N HER room Ann dragged off her hat, 

threw it on the dressing table and 
smoothed the thick masses of her hair. 

“I look rather as if I'd survived a perfect 
day,”’ she heard her voice saying. She heard 
Greville’s answer as it séemed from a long 
way off. “Shall I unlock your trunk for 
you?” 

“Oh, will you? The keys si 

She opened her handbag and began grop- 
ing among its contents. Ther suddenly his 
arms were around her, her face tilted, his 
mouth against hers. 

For a second she lay relaxed against his 
shoulder and the whole of life seemed 
blurred into one kiss. At last she put a 
hend under his chin and pushed him away. 

She held out a steady hand containing 
two keys. 

“Do unlock my trunk for me—it’s the 
fatter key of the two—then run along. I 
won't be more than twenty minutes.” 

Alone, she made up her face with intense 
care, brushed out her shingle, paused a 
moment in thought, and put on the green 
masterpiece of Monsieur Audoux and the 
green brocade shoes that went with it. 

Then she crossed the room and tapped on 
the communicating door 

Greville opened it, and stood worshipping. 
His arms went out and she retreated fran- 
tically. 

“Please don’t lay a finger on me, or you'll 
spoil twenty minutes’ concentrated effort. 
Let’s go down, shall we? I'm starving.” 


[Continued from page 23) 


head 
girl and 


In the dining tactful 
waiter, recognizing the prettiest 
the most inspired frock in the hotel, led 
them to the most attractive table. Ann had 
survived victoriously the first moment of 
solitude; now perfectly gowned and very 
lovely, with the familiar setting of glittering 
lights, a dinner table, the background of 
other people, a respectful head waiter and 
an admiring companion, she felt all life and 
triumph flowing through her veins. 

“Fun to be a pretty girl,” she told her- 


room a 


self. “You can get away with anything 
if you’re a pretty girl. The world’s a play- 
thing and men are toys. I can do what 


I please with Greville.” 


Coincidently she listened to a kind of 


running rhapsody of praise from Greville. 

“Ann, darling, I love you. You look per- 
fectly adorable. That frock was simply 
created for you. People must think I’m a 
lucky devil. I’d love to kiss you, only of 
course I can’t. Isn’t it marvelous to be us, 
and in love? Shall I ask them to do 
something special for you—a rum omelette, 
or a péche Melba?” 

“IT don’t think so, thanks. 
mushrooms on toast instead?” 

“Of course you can. Shall we have cof- 
fee here or in the lounge? Here? Splendid! 
Waiter, mushrooms on toast for two and 
we'll have coffee here.” 

Till the last moment she drew out the 
pleasant dalliance with coffee, liqueurs and 
cigarettes. The hour grew late; the table 
waiter began to fidget tactfully in the back- 
ground. 

Ann looked dreamily round the room, 
discovered they were the last couple left. 

“Greville, do you know, I think I'll go 
up now. What with the fresh air and the 
champagne and the Cointreau I’m the least 
bit sleepy.” 

“Right ho, old thing.” 

He rose and arranged her ermine wrap 
gently about her shoulders. They went 
out past the bowing table waiter. 


Can I have 


NN awoke at seven-thirty, opened her 
eyes on a strange room, lived through 
a moment of uncertainty, and remembered. 

“This is a room in the Lord Warden Hot.l 
at Dover. Yesterday I was married to 
Greville.” 

She propped herself on one elbow and 
leoked across at the other twin bed. Gre- 
ville still slept. 

A little smile crept round Ann’s mouth. 
She turned away, collected a comb, a pow- 
der puff and a mirror from her bedside 
table, arranged her shingle in its custo- 
mary smooth waves and began to powder 
her face. All the time her mind was busy. 


“This marriage will arrange itself very 


conveniently. I can do absolutely as I 
please with Greville. It will be a great 
improvement on living at home. Father 


I could always manage, but mother was a 
problem at times.” 

She put down the comb, powder puff and 
mirror, and called: 

“Greville! Wake up, darling! The maid 
will be here with tea in a minute and you 
haven't unlocked the door.” 

He opened his eyes vaguely, and gazed 
across the room in a blank stare. Then 
he also remembered, sat up and rubbed 
his eyes. 

“Gosh!” he said. “Is that really you, 
Ann? You look far too beautiful to be 
respectably married.” 

He swung out of bed, thrust his feet into 
scarlet morocco slippers, went over to Ann 
and kissed her good morning. She suffered 
him for a moment and then put up a pro- 
tecting hand. 


“Your beard’s positively like wire, my 
dear. That will do until you’ve had a 
shave. Unlock the door and go back to 


bed or you'll embarrass the maid with the 
tea.” 

“T don’t think so,” he answered. “Cham- 
bermaids are exceedingly hard boiled. They 
give evidence in divorce cases.” 

In due time the allegedly hard-boiled maid 
brought tea, placed it on the bedside table 
and swished back the curtains and left. 
Greville sat on Ann’s bed to drink his tea. 
At last he looked at his wrist watch again, 
and shook his head. 

“Time I got dressed, my angel. Have to 
drain the tank and get the car ready to be 
slung on board. Shall we say breakfast 
at nine?” 

He wandered away to his dressing room 
and closed the door. There before him lay 
all the familiar things of his life, his dress 
clothes where he had hung them over a 
chair the night before, his hair brushes, 
razor, and pet toilet accessories. But with 
a faint sinking sensation he realized for one 
frightful moment that his freedom had dis- 
appeared. It had passed into the slim hands 
of the lovely girl in the next room. 

“Oh, well,” murmured Greville, “one will 
get one’s nerve back. A man isn’t tied to 
his wife’s apron strings nowadays. Only 
somehow one never realizes how free one 
is till one isn’t—well, quite so free as one 
used to be, perhaps.” 


NN went down to breakfast with him. 

They were young and in vivid health 

and they ate porridge and eggs and bacon 

and quantities of toast and marmalade. Gre- 

ville paid the first hotel bill of his married 
life. 

When the cross-channel steamer edged 
away from the quay, Ann was standing be- 
side Greville for’ard of the bridge. Far 
ahead the cliffs of France gleamed in the 
sunshine, just one hour’s passage away. 
There was nothing fresh to her in the cross- 
ing; she had endured it a dozen times before. 
But this time she saw in it a land of promise, 
romance and adventure, the arena where her 
marriage would be made or marred. 


HE and Greville, breakfasting in her bed- 
room next morning, ate their crisp rolls 
and butter, drank fragrait coffee and grinned 
at one another disarmingly. Paris, who has 
known so many loves, seemed to be taking 
theirs with commendable calm. 
“Pretty good, isn’t it?” inquired Greville. 
“Good enough. The Tuileries Gardens 


and the Seine in front of us and the rue de 
I expect 


la Paix just around the corner. 


\ 
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OF 


JOSEPH H, 


Miss Helen Choate, brilliant young 
favorite in New York society, inherits 
the distinction and charm of her fa- 
mous grandfather, who was so long our 
Ambassador at the Court of St. James. 


is one of the most brilliant person- 

alities in New York society. She be- 
longs to a family so distinguished that her 
name admits her to the most exclusive 
circles of America and Europe. And she 
herself is so gifted, so delightful that she 
is a favorite everywhere. 


Viivene as she is, Miss Helen Choate 


This vivacious girl can sparkle through 
a dinner party and dance till dawn, yet 
turn out fresh and crisp for her morning 
ride in Central Park, or for a round of 
golf at her country home at Mt. Kisco. She 
is an accomplished pianist, and speaks 
French and German admirably. 

Miss Choate is slim and tall, with a cool 
nonchalant grace. Her shining red-gold 
curls, bright brown eyes and clear fresh 
coloring make her a vivid figure. She has 
that precious gift, a beautiful skin, and 
takes great care to keep it satin-smooth 
and fine of texture. 


She believes whole-heartedly in Pond’s 
Creams, saying, “I’ve used them ever 
since I can remember. They are tried and 
true—I like them best of all. Sometimes 
I experiment with others, but I always 
come back to Pond’s. Pond’s Cold Cream 
cleanses divinely! And the silky Tissues 
for removing cold cream make old methods 
seem as extinct as the Dodo.” 


Pond’s new Skin Freshener has equally 
won Miss Choate’s approval. “It does 
away with that oily, shiny look,” is her 
comment, “and makes your skin feel fresh 
as a morning breeze. And use Pond’s de- 
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THE CHARMING GRANDDAUGHTER 


AMERICAS DISTINGUISHED 


AMBASSADOR. THE LATE 


IS POET » MUSICIAN 
SPORTSWOMAN 
SOCIETY FAVORITE 


She is very striking, slim and tall, with 
shining red-gold curls, big brown eyes and 
finely modeled features. Her skin is exquisite, 
fresh and clear, and she takes care to keep 
it always satin-smooth and fine. She says: 
“I've used Pond’s ever since I can remember.” 


Pond’s four preparations—famous Two 
Creams, new Cleansing Tissues and Skin 
Freshener for the exquisite care of the skin. 


CHOATE 


Since she was a girl at boarding-school 
her poems have been appearing in 
the leading magazines. They reveal 
true talent. This gifted young fa- 
vorite is also an accomplished pianist. 


licious Vanishing Cream before you pow- 
der. You'll look cool and nonchalant no 


matter how long you dance or ride or golf.” 


For unfailing results use Pond’s as 
follows : 
DURING THE DAY—first, for complete 
cleansing apply Pond’s Cold Cream over 
face and neck, patting with upward and 
outward strokes. The fine oils penetrate 
every pore and float the dirt to the sur- 
face. Do this several times and always 
after exposure. 
SEcOND—wipe away all cream and dirt 
with Pond’s Cleansing Tissues—so much 
softer, more absorbent. 

Repeat these two steps. 
THIRD—soak cotton with Pond’s Skin 
Freshener and briskly dab your skin to 
banish oiliness, close pores, tone and firm. 
Last—smooth on Pond’s Vanishing 
Cream for powder base and exquisite finish. 


AT BEDTIME—cleanse your skin thorough- 
ly with Cold Cream and wipe away with 
Tissues. The coupon brings trial sizes for 
all four preparations. Try them! 


Se nd 10¢ for Pond’s 4 preparalions 


Ponp’s Extract CoMPANy, Dept. X 
125 Hudson Street New York City 


Name_____ 
Street 


Copyright 1929, Pond's Extract Company 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMART SET MAGAZINE 
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Be A DISTINCT 
TyPE OF BEAUTY 
BE strikingly 


I beautiful—ac- 


cent your individu- 
ality! Stand out 
decisively as a type 
—the fragile, fair 
ingenue—the be- 
witching, colorful 
brunette—the dark, sophisticated 
exotic—the creamy-skinned golden 
beauty! Decisively—and subtly — 
concentrate upon your particular 
coloring. 


Mme. HELENA 
RUBINSTEIN 


The expressive make-up creations of 
Helena Rubinstein, who is famed in- 
ternationally as the world’s greatest 
authority on beauty, are exceptionally 
true to type. Helena Rubinstein is 
ever the artist—and her make-up spe- 
cialties reveal an intensive study of tone- 
variations. Hers are the most exquisite 
powders in the most subtle shades! 
The most flattering rouges! The most 
dazzling, glowing tones of lipstick! 


Before Making Up 

Cleanse with Valaze Pasteurized Face 
Cream — a concentrated beauty treat- 
ment in itself, Unsurpassed for normal 
or oily skins, (1.00). Dry skin should 
le cleansed with Valaze Cleansing and 
Massage Cream (.75, 1.25). Next smooth 
in V alaze Beauty Foundation Cream. 1.00 


An Exquisite Powder 

The entrancing Valaze Powder in its 
subtlety of tones, lasting charm, illusive 
fragrance and becomingness—lends 
infinite beauty to the skin. Rachel, 
Cream, Natural, Mauresque, Blush 
and Gypsy Tan. 1.00, 1.50. 


Fascinating Rouges 

Enhance your charm with Valaze Rouge 
(compact or créme). Divinely flattering 
and protective as well. For brunette 
types—the enchanting Red Raspberry 
is most favored. For fair skins—the 


alluring Red Geranium. 1.00. 


A Modernistic Lipstick! 

Cubist lipstick for the modern beauty! 
Lends enchantment to lips— indelible. 
Red Raspberry (medium or light) for 
brunette skins—and Red Geranium for 
fair types. 1.00. 


Accent Your Eyes 
Groom your lashes and brows with Val- 
aze Eyelash Grower and Darkener. 1.00, 


Procure Helena Rubinstein creations at leading 
stores — or order direct. 


8 East 57th Street, New York 


PARIS LONDON CHICAGO BOSTON 
PHILADELPHIA DETROIT TORONTO 
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I'll pick up a frock or two and a few odds 
and ends.” 

“I thought a trousseau included twelve of 
everything. I must see about finding a tem- 
porary chauffeur for night work. Promise 
me one thing, Ann?” 

“Depends what you want.” 

He picked up one of her hands and slapped 
it gently 


“Hedging already! Promise not to ring 


| anybody up or make any dates just yet. I 
| want you quite to myself for a day or two.” 


_ into her cheeks. 


“You've had me to yourself for a day and 
a half.” 

“Almost enough, but not quite. What 
about hiring a couple of horses and riding 
in the Bois?” 

She seemed eager to go and he took her 
face between his hands and kissed her, then 
went away to consult about horses. She sat 
a moment dreaming. 

“Shall I give him his two days, or shall I 
fcrget, and ring up some of the people at the 
Embassy ?” 

At this point Greville returned. 

“Horses at the entrance of the Avenue 
du Bois in an hour, and I’ve borrowed a 
chauffeur. Run and get dressed, angel. The 
car’s coming in twenty minutes, or so.” 


N TEN minutes two slim young people in 

exemplary riding kit emerged from the car, 
mounted respectively a bay and a ch¢ tnut, 
and moved off at a walk. All the smart 
world seemed to be cantering along that sun- 
dappled ride. 

They quickened to a trot, broke into a 
canter; Ann began to thrill to the thud of 
hoofs, and the rush of air whipped the blood 
Greville, glancing down at 
her, swelled with masculine possessiveness. 

“Perfectly lovely,” he told himself, “and all 
mine, every bit mine. Lucky dog, Greville, 
lucky dog!” 

That afternoon Ann spent picking up a 
frock or two. 

As some compensation for Greville’s benev- 
olence regarding the frocks and their prices, 
Ann gave him his desired few days in which 
he could keep her quite to himself. He took 
her motoring in the Forest of St. Germain, 
to the races at Maisons-Laffitte, to the 
Perroquet for supper and dancing. 

At the end of the prescribed two days, 
when Greville’s kisses had indeed become the 
least shade repetitive, she went joyfully to 
the telephone and rang up Sonia Colquhoun, 
married to one of the Secretaries at the 
British Embassy. 


ONIA at nine-thirty A. M. in her smart 
flat off the Place de l’Etoile, Sonia four 


| years older than Ann, friend of a lifetime, 


five years married, very much a woman of 


| the world, picked up her bedside telephone. 


“Hello, Sonia! How’s the world? This 
is Ann speaking from the Meurice—what 
used to be Ann Cosway and is now Ann 
Chard. We’re on our honeymoon, darling, 
and I’m the least bit bored.” 

“My dear!” Sonia answered. “This is 
splendid. So you're tired of the good-look- 
ing Greville’s enthusiasm. I sympathize. 
Men are always too keen or not keen enough. 
But what an unearthly hour. I’m still in my 
little bed. Late night and feeling peevish. 
Why not come over and talk to me? Make 
Greville bring you. He can wait in Alastair’s 
study, or in the car. Does them good. 
Keeps them in their place.” 

“I'd love to. In twenty minutes then? 
Thanks awfully! 'Bye.” 

Sonia put down the telephone and shrugged 
resignedly. 

“Thrilling, I don’t think! There’s always 
something exasperating about a bride.” 

She pressed the bell and in a moment her 
maid enterd. 

“Victorine, for heaven’s sake clear up this 
room and make me presentable. I’ve got a 
friend coming to see me; she’s at the Meurice, 


just been here a few days on her honey- 
moon.” 
“Heavens !” 


observed Victorine. 
bride! Madame ought to be well amused. 
It will be good for the young lady to consult 
a little with Madame who is so ravishing. 
I will arrange everything instantly.” 


EVERTHELESS when Ann. arrived 

positively radiant she made her impres- 
sion even on Victorine, who reflected, “She 
will go far, that one, when she has learned a 
little more.” She caused Sonia to feel not 
only envious but positively annoyed, and 
therefore Sonia exclaimed: 

“Ann, you're simply a tearing young beauty 
and I really daren’t let you go near my 
husband.” She then embraced the visitor 
2nd went on: 

“Sit in that chair and tell me everything.” 

Ann sat down and giggled. 

“Well, it’s ancient history now. The 
honeymoon is nearly four days old and I’ve 
got Greville very well trained. He adores 
me and wants nothing better than to keep 
ourselves to ourselves, but I can’t stand that 
any longer. I wish to be launched by your 
skillful hands on the rapids of Paris society.” 

“Nothing simpler, ‘specially if all your 
clothes are like what you’ve got on. Why 
not dine with us here tonight, quite simply ? 
You'd better not fling your young man 
headlong into a big dinner party just yet. 
I'll ask Sir Julius Bruce, who turned up yes- 
terday, and Mrs. Gossard, who’s perfectly 
sweet, verging on the forties, and a great 


pal of his. Alastair will go crazy about 
you.” 
“Jolly nice of you,” Ann declared. “Of 


course we'll love it.” 


ELOW in the car Greville waited smok- 

ing cigarette after cigarette. An hour 
passed before Ann came down and broke to 
him her news of the dinner party. 

“But, Ann, you promised to go somewhere 
and dance with me—” 

Ann for the first time in her married life 
put down her foot, a charming foot, very 
sweetly. 

“Darling, we can’t be hermits forever and 
ever. Besides, Sonia was my very best 
friend and wants to meet you most fright- 
fully. It’s only ourselves and Sir Julius 
Bruce and another woman.” 


ie Ann it was a perfect party from be- 
ginning to end. She sat between Alas- 
tair and Sir Julius Bruce, the fatherly friend 
of her brilliant ‘teens now evidently to be 
the discreet admirer of her married splendor. 

“T must make him want to come to my 

From the first she succeeded very well. 
merely as a friend of the family.” 

From the first she si.cceeded very well. 

“Do please let me ask you and your hus- 
band to dine with me before I go home,” 
Sir Julius insisted. “I have to be in London 
the day after tomorrow. I’m staying at the 
Ritz; could you spare me tomorrow night— 
just ourselves and Mary to make the fourth ?” 
By a slight inclination of the head he in- 
dicated Mrs. Gossard. 

Ann, who knew all about Mrs. Gossard, 
accepted very prettily. “And, oh, Sir 
Julius, I’ve been so discreet and respectable 
ever since I’ve been married. Couldn’t we 
go somewhere afterwards—the Folies Ber- 
gére, or the Casino de Paris? Don’t tell 
Greville, he might be shocked, but do ar- 
range it.” 

Sir Julius smiled. 
shall do exactly as you please. 
box at the Folies Bergére.” 

Drifting back to their hotel in the green 
and beige coupé that contrasted so happily 
with her tawny hair, Ann found Greville 
unusually remote. The best defense being 
attack she said after a while: 

“You seemed to be having a pretty good 
time with Sonia and Mrs. Gossard.” 


“Certainly, Ann, you 
I'll get a 


| | 
| 
| | 
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9 out of 10 


screen stars use Lux Toilet Soap 
for smooth skin 


Lovely skin always stirs the 
heart, say 39 movie directors 


People thrill to it, always—to the 
subtle magic of a really flawless skin. 
There’s nothing quite like petal- 
smooth skin, Hollywood knows. 
“Exquisite skin has tremendous 
appeal,” says Tod Browning, direc- 
tor for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, 
summing up the experience of 
leading movie directors. “Smooth 
skin is a vital factor in every screen 
star’s success. No make-up can 
fake it. It must be the real thing.”’ 


Of the 451 important actresses in 
Hollywood, including all stars, 442 
keep their skin lovely and smooth 
withLuxToiletSoap.Thisdelicately 
fragrant white soap has also been 
made official in the dressing rooms 
of all the great film studios! 


The next time you see your 
favorite screen ‘star in a close- 
up, notice how beautifully smooth 


Lux Toilet Soap keeps her skin. 


Photo by E. A. Bachrach, Hollywood L U p 4 


Ouive Borpven, Radio Pictures’ player, 
uses Lux Toilet Soap both at home and in 
her dressing room on location. She says: 
“It’s so important for my skin to be velvety 
smooth—and Lux Toilet Soap is so splendid 
for it that I am delighted.” 


When 


Photo by O. Dyar, Hollywood 
Loviset Brooks in the bathroom which is one of the 
loveliest seen in Hollywood. “Lux Toilet Soap gives f . B 
the skin the satin smoothness ‘studio skin’ must have.” rr 


With the new incandescent “sun-spot” 
lights and highly sensitized film, skin 
must be faw/ess if it is to stand the test 
of the close-up. 

Among Hollywood stars, 9 out of 70 
use Lux Toilet Soap. Do try this daintily 
fragrant, white soap— yourself. It is 
made by the famous French method. 


To 1 l t S O a p Dorotuy SeEBasTIAN, attractive 


Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer star, says: 
Luxury such as you have found “Lux Toilet Soap gives my skin 


only in French soaps at 50¢ and 1O¢ such a lovely soft bloom —exqui- 
$1.00 the cake. mow site, as ‘studio skin’ must be.” 
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Adds Glossy Lustre, 
Leaves Your Hair 


Easy to Manage 


F you want to make your hair , . . easy 

to manage ...and add to its natural 
glossand lustre—this is very EASY todo. 

Just put a few drops of Glostora on the 
bristles of your hair brush, and... 
brush it through your hair... when 
you dress it. 

You will be surprised at the result. It 
will give your hair an unusually rich, 
silky gloss and lustre—instantly. 

Glostora simply makes your hair more 
beautiful by enhancing its natural wave 
and color. It keeps the wave and curl in, 
and leaves your hair so soft and pliable, 
and so easy to manage, thatit will ...stay 
any style you arrange it... even after 
shampooing—whether long or bobbed. 

A few drops of Glostora impart that 
bright, brilliant, silky sheen, so much 
admired, and your hair will fairly sparkle 
and glow with natural gloss and lustre. 

A large bottle of 
Glostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store 
or toilet goods coun- 
ter. 

Try it!—You will 
be delighted to see how 
much more beautiful 
your hair will look, 
and how easy it will 
be to manage. 


Try It FREE 


WATKINS CO. 


+ THE R. L. 


1276 West 3rd Street, Clevelana, Ono 


{ Please send me FREE asample of GLOSTORA, | 
{ all charges paid. | 


When you write to advertisers please mention Smart Set MAGAZINE 
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“Excellent women, both of them,” he 
oe “They understand men so well 
| They realize the desirability of making a man 
feel wanted and appreciated. The young 
girls of today are a bit crude. They think 
shoving an automatic in your face and telling 
| you to come across is the limit of finesse. I 
should think they’d make abominable grand- 
mothers; far too much lipstick and far too 
little repose.” 

“Oh, really!” 

“By the way, Ann, do you knit? I al- 
|ways think knitting’s so good for a girl. 
| Rhythmic and restful, gives her a chance to 
| meditate, and reminds her that sooner or 
later in life we all come to woolly undies. 
You've got rather a crépe-de-chine complex. 

“But here we are. Notice how Alphonse 
leaps to open the door for you. It isn’t your 
wild beauty as you might suppose, but be- 
cause I started him with a two hundred franc 
tip and promised him another at the end of 
his servitude if he behaved himself.” 

They went up in silence to their suite 
Ann let her cloak fall into his waiting hands, 
stifled a yawn and glanced at her jewelled 
wrist watch 

Then she perched on his knees, put an arm 
round his neck and laid her cheek against 


his. 

| “Greville, you’re being awfully cynical and 
cross and scarifying At this rate you 
won't make at all a good grandfather. The 


sentence of the court is that you come and 
"sh my hair for me.” 


She got up, linked her arm in his and ied 
him into her bedroom. 
Ww; he had finished she leaned back 

her head and looked up at him where 

he stood behind her. 

“Still cross about your nice dinner party ?” 

“No, you little devil.” 

“Ever going to be cross again?” 

“No.” 

“Do you love me?” 

“Don't you want to do something to make 
|up for being perfectly unspeakable to me?” 

“Perhaps.” 

Ann gave a little gurgle of laughter. 

“Then promise to be very sweet and well 
behaved tomorrow, ‘cause we're dining with 
Julius Bruce at the Ritz. And you must 
amuse yourself, respectably please, alone a 
good deal because Sonia lunches here with 
us and takes me on to tea at the Embassy. 
My dear father would never forgive me if I 
| missed the opportunity of being presented to 


Her Excellency. It will rather interfere 
with my knitting, of course.” 

Then after a moment: 

| “So you still like kissing me even if I 


don’t make you feel wanted and appreciated, 
and the chauffeur only opens the door for me 
because you tipped him?” 

IR JULIUS provided them with an ex- 

ceedingly good dinner. 

Mary Gossard, surveying the polite drama 
being played before her eyes, set herself to 
distract Greville’s attention from it. 

“In a way, Mr. Chard,” said she, “you're 
almost good enough for your extremely 
charming wife to be married to. You have 
a kind heart; you disguise with complete suc- 
cess how it must bore you to be talking to 
mere me when you'd rather be holding her 
| hand in the dimmest alcove of the most in- 
| timate restaurant in Paris.” 

“T assure you, Mrs. Gossard, the pleasure’s 
all mine.” 

The foyer of the Folies Bergére is like 
|nowhere else in the world. Ann took it 
in greedily. Sir Julius led her impassively 
to his box, faintly amused at her frank 
| interest. 

For two hours she sat by his side, watch- 
|ing a delirious riot of color. 


(To Be ContiInvepD) 


Then again the cool dark night after all 
that glare and clamor, the limousine gliding 
swiftly back to the Meurice, and farewells. 
She and Greville left Sir Julius who was 
dropping Mary Gossard at her sister’s flat, 
and the lift bore them silently to their quiet 
suite. 

“Well, did you like it?” Greville asked. 

“It’s quaint It must be funny to be a 
man. Frankly I was rather amused.” 

He shrugged his shoulders impatiently. 

“Well, we're off in the morning. I can't 
let you stay in Paris any longer. The 
devilish side of the place seems to be getting 
hold of you. It’s time we packed and went.” 

Ann, who had had all she wanted from 
Paris, answered very meekly: 

“Just as you like, Greville. 
immediately after breakfast.” 


I'll be ready 


O, AFTER breakfast, she sat beside him 
in the car and they set out on their pil- 
grimage through certain jewel cities of 
France, to Juan-les-Pins, ten kilometres 
from Cannes, and two from Antibes. They 
stayed in the Avenue Guy de Maupassant, 
and they made the excursion round the 
peninsula. They soaked in the scented 
Mediterranean sunshine, by a sea incredibly 
blue, and motored here and there, and golfed 
a little, and kissed a little and gambled a 
little, and made love. They lived in a fairy- 
land of paradise, and to Greville Ann was 
the loveliest and most adored, but behind 
the role of the Perfect Girl she made plans. 
She represented for him a divinity in Paris 
sports clothes, but heaven is only obtained 
at a price. While he dwelt in heaven, epi- 
scde by episode, she constructed the future, 
and item by item, she assessed the price. 
Peggy Dangerfield, reading between the 
lines of the only letter Ann troubled to 
write on her honeymoon, guessed more of 
Ann’s future than Ann would have cared to 
have her guess. 


“Juan-les-Pins, 
June 10. 

“Peggy darling, thank you ever so much 
for the letter I got in Paris. I haven't had 
a minute till now in which to answer it. 
Paris was simply divine, and then we came 
here by road; most attractive, and my new 
car’s a dream. 

“You don’t ask in so many words, but I 
feel you want to know what marriage is 
like. Frankly, my dear, it’s very fascinating 
but hardly in the way you imagine. You're 
a romanticist, like all creative people, and 
I'm a realist, like all lazy, greedy, ambitious 
women. And this is just the difference be- 
tween you and me; by now if you were in 
my shoes you’d probably be at Greville’s 
feet, but as it is he’s at mine and long will 
he remain there. 

“The peculiar charm of life with a man 
for a girl like me is to sway him so easily. 
It’s just a series of tricks if you’re good look- 
ing, but fortunately, although the man has a 
vague idea he’s being tricked, he likes it He 
respects your capacity to trick him, and his 
vanity’s flattered because if you can trick 
him, or make him willing to be tricked the 
inference is you must be pretty marvelous. 

“We'll be back in about a week. You've 
got to come to my house-warming party for 
the flat in Seamore Place, and bring a man. 
T'll bet he'll be Flint, but you be 
happy with any one else, poor angel. 

“You were the most attractive bridesmaid 
in the world, and I’m eternally grateful. 

“Cheerio, and luck, Ann.” 


Peggy folded the letter and sat a long time 
in thought. At last she shook her head. 

“The girl’s wrong and doesn’t know it,” 
she concluded. “Heads, she wins; tails, he 
loses, won’t work forever. Greville has brains 
and sooner or later they'll take notice.” 
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TWICE the 
BEAUTY 


from 
FACE POWDER 


if you use 


Princess Pat 


the famous 
ALMOND BASE 


makes it different 


Face powder gives greatest 
beauty when it is softest. Prin- 
cess Pat is the softest powder 
made. It is noticeable that this 
powder actually goes on differ- 
ently. It gives to the skin a won- 
derful, velvety smoothness. It 
lends to the face an appearance of perfection that is natural 
and not “powdery.” 

And the many advantages of Princess Pat face powder are 
due to its Almond Base— instead of the usual face powder 


base of starch. 


A Difference With a Reason.—So many powders are de- 
scribed as impalpable, or fine, or clinging. But do you find 
that these virtues are explained? And if Princess Pat 
lacked its marvelous almond base, it, too, would lack ex- 
planation. Every woman knows the beautifying virtue of 
almond—and must naturally be impressed that Princess 
Pat’s almond base is a finer, more delicate, softer and more 


clinging base for face powder than starch. 


And Your Skin is Actually Improved.—Of course Princess 
Pat face powder is used primarily for the greater beauty 
it gives immediately—as powder—as an essential of make- 


PRENCESS PAT 


Doris Hill. Paramount film star. registers her 
delight in using Princess Pat powder. Doris’ 
preference is for the regular weight powder in 
the familiar drawer box. Princes« Pat powder 
also comes in a lighter weight im a round box, 


up. It is preferred for its dainty fragrance; for the hours 
and hours it clings—longer than you'd dare hope. 

But continued use of Princess Pat almond base powder 
makes the skin wonderfully soft and pliant. It helps magic- 
ally in overcoming and preventing blackheads, oiliness and 


dry 


And Now the Beautiful Princess Pat Summertan Shade. — 
To the famous group of six Princess Pat shades has been 
added the “magic seventh.” This is Princess Pat Summer- 
tan—fashion’s favorite for the tremendously popular sun 
tan mode. You'll adore this new and original shade. Also 
there is Princess Pat Ochre—a trifle lighter than Summer- 
tan. And, of course, all the beautiful Princess Pat shades 


that are supreme favorites 


Send for a generous free sam- 
of fashion—Flesh, White, FR EE of Pal 


Brunette, Olde Ivory and 
Mauve. 


face powder in purse size 
enameled bor. Plenty for a thorough lest. 


PRINCESS PAT, LTD. 


Summertan (© Olde Ivory 
White © Brunette Ochre 
PRINCESS PAT, LTD., CHICAGO, YU. A. Print 
Name 


For that modern sun tan make-up use Princess Pal Creme Summertan on face, 
neck, limbs and back. Enjoy the thrill of beautiful “burniless’’ tan instantly. 
glowing, dusky Princess Pat Summertan 
Rouge. Glorious! Then follow with exclusive Princess Pal Summertan Powder. 

through this marvelously City and State... 


Now, gaily accent the cheeks with 


You will be amazed at the heightening of your beauly 
perfect fan make-up. 


Street 


2709 8. Wells St., Dept. 53-A, Chicago. 


O Flesh 
Mauve 
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The Fabric 
of the Hour 


Nistrie dersie 


Will Not Hug the Fiqure 


BY S. E. B. SHEPARD 


SANBORN 


WORN BY A. E 


Style 469-29 
Two-piece Polka Dot and Plain. 


One-half inch plaiting across front of 
skirt only with irregular band at 
bottom matching blouse. 


Sport Frocks for the hard-to-fit 
figure. No wardrobe is complete 
without a Mistrie Jersie. 


$25.00 $32.50 
Sizes 43 to 49 
$5.00 extra 


Mail orders filled in one day. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. 


Illustrations and samples sent on 
request. 


Address all communications to 


BROMLEY - SHEPARD C0., Inc. 
MainOfficeand Factory,Lowell,Mass. 


Boston New York 
Chicago San Francisco 


When you write to advertisers please mention Smart Set MaGazine 
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Whipped Cream Girl 


[Continued from page 53] 


Patty Lou in swift currents that made her 
eyes sparkle, her toes tingle. Business Col- 
She was moved to bestow a 
derisive glance upon this Prison for Young 
Girls as they whirled away from it. 

Some day her mother would laugh at the 
When little Patty Lou had been 
successful, and had given her mother every- 
thing she wanted. Restored the old piace 
back in Maryland. Become a somebody. 
She never analyzed her idea of success too 
closely. It was some splendid, chimerical 
achievement along matrimonial lines, of 
which she was certainly worthy by right of 
being Patty Lou Bankhead. 

Toots was deposited in front of his house. 
Pat didn’t even turn around to see if he was 
waving to her from the high wall of Presidio 
Place, as they drove down the street. Toots 
was a sweet youngster, but a thing of the 
past. She turned to Gregg who wanted to 
know where she preferred to dine. She 
wished, inwardly, that he wouldn’t be so in- 
fernally polite and impersonal. 


FOG was wreathing in, veiling street 
lights, weaving spells about them, stud- 
ding Gregg’s rough tweed coat with moon- 
stones that were captured drops of moisture. 
It enclosed them in a cozy world of their 
own. It was while Gregg tucked a robe 


| about her, that Patty Lou decided she was 


in love. That love which had always seemed 
to her merely the hors d’ceuvre at the feast of 
life. Nice, if one could afford it. 

The evening took on the hazy softness of 
a lovely dream. The cafe they chose ceased 
to be just one of the places where the crowd 
hung out. Enchantment invaded a com- 
mon;!ace haunt. She didn’t even bother to 
see if Bliss Merode or Dan, or any of the 
others were about. She wanted to absorb 
indelibly every movement of Gregg, every 
word, expression and look. 

“Stupid, stupid,” she warned herself. “I’ve 
gone flat tonight. Dumb as a rubber door- 
knob.” 

Somehow she couldn’t start any of her 
program. The little devices a poor girl em- 
ploys to amuse a rich crowd. They had 
suddenly become futile, silly. Worst of all, 
she was talking about herself, instead of en- 
couraging Gregg to talk about himself. 

Once or twice she fancied she caught 
twinkles of amusement in his eyes. Once, 
oh, faint but sure, the shadow of pity. Other- 
wise he kept on being deferential. Kindly and 
a bit pre-occupied. 

Twice during dinner he had excused him- 
self to put in long distance phone calls. Pat 
had not minded these excursions. She 
wanted to be a successful man’s wife, and 
as such must not complain about business 
distractions. It rather thrilled Pat, in fact, 
to be with a man of affairs. Besides she 
liked to watch Gregg coming toward her. 
His easy walk, his tanned good looks amongst 
the bleached city denizens. 

Evidently the phone calls had not been 
pleasing. She caught him stealing glances 
at his wrist watch now and then. No doubt 
the business was important. Most men were 
in the habit of ignoring time when they 
dated with Pat. No doubt it all had some- 
thing to do with his journey to Peru. Or— 
and Pat was a bit breathless at the thought— 
perhaps he was impatient because he wanted 
to be alone with her in the roadster, the 
fog wrapping a curtain about them. 

The return home after the first date with 
a man was so important. It was then one 
classified a man. Gauged the height of his 
interest. Sometimes one secured a very de- 
sirable advance date such as the Beaux 
Arts ball, or the Yacht Club dance. An 
achievement which stamped the evening a 


success, sendinz Patty to her couch-bed with 
a delight almost akin to rhapsody. 

But tonight there was no light skirmish- 
ing of forces. Defensive on Patty’s—offen- 
sive on the part of her escort. There was 
no exhilarating drive through the leafy dark 
arches of Golden Gate Park at a breathless 
speed. No final delicious scene somewhere 
along the wind-swept Beach Drive. A minia- 
ture drama in which, from careful study 
Pat knew to a nicety when to snub and 
humble; when to encourage or tantalize the 
boy at her side. 

This night she traveled through the down- 
town streets at a purposeful speed. Gregg 
had promptly at midnight called for his 
check. Having concluded his engagement, 
he was getting Pat home. With a flutter of 
dismay she saw the familiar blocks drop be- 
hind them. Gregg’s profile was set in a 
frown, his eyes intent on driving, the girl 
at his side was obviously of the least possi- 
ble concern. 

“That’s what love does to a girl. Brains 
completely absent!” raged Pat to herself. 
“The only man I ever gave a rap about, 
and I haven’t made a dent. Not a nick!” 

Maybe he’d just say when he was coming 
again. 

But when they reached her apartment 
house, Pat found her hopes were in vain. 
He was silent as they went up the imitation 
marble stairway to the little reception hall 
with its tapestry hangings that looked too 


new and too gaudy for any tapestry of 
reputed lineage. 
Pat gathered all her forces. She put her 


hand in his, trying to make her eyes voice 
the invitation she was too wise to utter. But 
he merely patted the hand in somewhat 
fatherly fashion. 

“You're a sweet youngster,” he announced 
abstractedly. But his tone, to Pat’s ears, 
had but one interpretation—‘You’re not so 
bad after all.” Not as bad as reports he had 
heard of her. Things his mother had no 
doubt told him. 

Fury held her tongue-tied, breathless. 
Gregg, half-turning to call good-by caught 
sight of a lighted window part way down 
the opposite block. 

“I say, do you suppose that drug store has 
a public telephone?” 

“Yes, it has,” affirmed Pat, faintly. Hu- 
miliation scorched through her. If she could 
only say, “Come up and use our phone.” 
But that was out of the question. Her 
mother she knew would have made up the 
day bed in the living room. She would have 
laid out her daughter’s night clothes with 
solicitude. They must, they simply had to 
move to a bigger place or a studio apart- 
ment. Mother could stretch things somehow. 


AT watched Gregg’s figure blur into the 
fog, disappear into the drug store. 
Never, in her brief, inconsequential life had 
she experienced such a medley of feelings. 
£.e yearned for something that had touched 
her in passing with bright wings. A revela- 
tion that had found her inadequate and was 
leaving her shaken, uncertain. The girl who 
had always known her way around before! 
“Come back, wonderful! Come back,” 
she was whispering, her cheeks pressed 
against the glass of the door. 

She felt something damp roll between her 
cheeks and the glass. A darn tear! Patty 
Lou crying. Crying after a man who didn't 
know she was alive. Who was completely 
preoccupied with business. Who had hardly 
spared the time to say good-by to her. Who 
had dropped her flat as a pan-cake at the 
end of a big evening! 

Anger surged through her. With it came 
resolution. Daring. He would notice her! 
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Beautiful teeth, firm and white 
—with a minimum of brushing 


EGIN today using Listerine Tooth 
B Paste and see how quickly it rids 
teeth of discoloration and deposits and 
makes them white and lustrous. Brushing 
is reduced to minimum. 

That is because we have included in this 
paste, modern polishing agents. "They are 
harder than tartar but softer than enamel. 

So they quickly remove the former and 
polish the latter without damage. 

Carried by your brush, they pene- 
trate and cleanse tiny crevices between 
the teeth where decay so often gets the 


upper hand. 


After you have used Listerine Tooth 
Paste note how clean, fresh, healthy, and 
invigorated your entire mouth feels — 


something like the sensation given you by 


Listerine, itself. 


It must be evident to you that Listerine Tooth 
Paste is exceptional else it would not have 
leaped from obscurity to leadership in 4 
years, Try it yourself. Lambert Pharmacal 
Company, St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A. 


Buy a hat with 


what it saves you 


Buy yourself a new hat with what you save 
by using Listerine Tooth Paste instead of 
dentifrices in the 5o0¢ class. 

The saving averages about $3 per year per 


person, assuming you use a tube a month, 


LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE... 25¢ 
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AFTERWARD - 
ROTECT THE BEAUTY 
OF YOUR HANDS WITH 
THIS [INVISIBLE 


and often. But it's not 
necessary to ruin your hands doing it. No, indeed! 
After you dry your hands, just use a few drops of 
Chamberlain's Hand Lotion. This clear, sparkling, 
liquid lotion does not require the usual bothersome 


Hosiery must be washed ... 


massaging, for it penetrates quickly, dries almost in- 
stantly, is not the least bit sticky. Because it protects 
the pores like “an invisible glove,” Chamberlain's 
safeguards the beauty of your hands as nothing else 
will. Your favorite toilet goods counter has it, in two 
sizes, fifty cents and a dollar. Or we'll send our ten 
cent purse size FREE. Just use coupon below. Cham- 
berlain Laboratories, 2810Sixth Ave., Des Moines, la. 


Chamberlain's 


HAND LOTION 
Invisible Glove? 


i Sign the coupon now and try the 
invisible glove” at our expense 


CHAMBERLAIN LABORATORIES 
2810 Sixth Avenue, Des Moines, lowa 


Please send your ten cent purse size free. 
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She’d wake him up, and then make him 
suffer a bit himself. She spied the rumble 
seat of the car still open—a challenge im- 
possible to ignore. On winged feet she flew 
down the marble staircase. Up on the run- 
ning board, the little step, and into the 
rumble seat. She sank out of sight amongst 
the lap robes just as the sound of Gregg’s 
returning steps echoed through the empty 
block. 

As he geared the car into high and they 
sped up Russian Hill, Pat felt a breath of 
panic. She laughed it away, her heart beat- 
ing very fast. Men loved a girl to have 
a touch of deviltry about her. Real men. 
She would wait until he stopped the car in 
the Barbour garage. Then she would sur- 
prise him. She'd make him sorry for his 
preoccupation, his indifference. 

They seemed to be going further than the 
Barbour house. 

It seemed to Pat on the cramped floor of 
the rumble seat that years passed before 
they came to a stop. There was a confusion 
of sounds. Men shouting. A deep-throated 
whistle that could not by any chance issue 


from the Barbour garage. 

Feminine curiosity could stand it no 
longer. Pat raised her head out of her hiding 
place feeling absurdly like a turtle rearing 


its head above its shell. Her eyes met the 
astonished eyes of Gregg who was standing 
on the running board, preparatory to closing 
down the rumble seat. 

“Good Lord!” He was surprised beyond 
Pat’s wildest hopes. He was also dismayed. 


REGG'S reaction took most of the wind 
out of Pat’s sails. So did the miserable 
fact that she was caught from her neck to 
her knees between the back of the car and 
the seat. Instead of the debonair and dra- 
matic coup she had planned here was she, 
nothing but a little girl tagging along where 
it was painfully obvious she wasn’t wanted. 

“I—I thought I’d surprise you.” 

“You have.” Dismay was giving way to 
anger. The steely anger that Pat remem- 
bered so well from earlier in the evening. 
She had rather enjoyed it then. 

“You gave me such a wonderful evening,” 
she stammered lamely. She longed for the 
rumble seat to close down and annihilate her. 

“Charmed, I’m sure. Do you always ‘sur- 
prise’ the fortunate men who give you won- 
derful evenings?” 

“T thought you had a sense of humor.” 
Dignity was difficult for any one in her po- 
sition, but she gathered a few shreds of her 
pride to tell him. “I felt that you could 
appreciate a harmless joke. You must have, 
oh—fallen a little bit, or you wouldn’t have 
asked me to go out with you, so soon.” 

“Fallen? For you? You're nothing but a 
child, a baby. I promised mother to keep 
you busy while she hustled Toots on to the 
train.” 

“I’m not a child. You're a brute and a 
boor.” 

“You know,” replied Gregg testily, “I’m 
beginning to think mother was right when 


she called you a ‘little blob of whipped 
cream’.” It was evident that he was not 
only angry, but also worried. Exasperation 


impelled him to frankness 

Pat’s small world crashed about her ears. 

“Please take me home,” said she in a flat 
little voice. 

“Take you home! 
what I can’t do,” groaned Gregg. 
know where we are?” 

With Gregg’s help she pulled herself up to 
the rumble seat and looked around her. 
They were on a boat, an automobile ferry. 

“This is the last boat to Sausalito tonight,” 
Gregg told her, “I must reach Santa Rosa 
before morning and get back to the city by 
four o’clock in the afternoon. My boat 
leaves for South America then.” 

“I won't be any trouble,” Pat promised 
meekly. 

“Oh, won’t you! 


Good Lord, that’s just 
“Do you 


I’m not so sure of that. 


I’m going up to Santa Resa to make the 
girl I love marry me.” 

As they whirled northward along the de- 
serted highways Pat was more utterly miser- 


able than she had hitherto believed could be 
possible. She had steadfastly refused to 
leave the rumble seat and ride with Gregg. 
He had finally shrugged his shoulders and 
enveloped her in robes. A lonely atom under 
a wide night sky she huddled down in the 
seat. They had left the fog belt behind 
and the stars were exceedingly bright. Each 
star seemed to have its separate leer, its 
jocose wink for the tortured girl who had 
been the very wise Miss Bankhead. 

So Toots’ mother had considered her a 
“blob of whipped cream.” Whipped cream! 
The cloying decoration on the sweets of life. 
No substance, no shape. No real use. Not 
even spice or flavor to redeem it. A whipped- 
cream girl! 

Patty Lou shared abundantly the greatest 
virtue of her generation. She was honest with 
herself. In the dark stretches of that ride 
she admitted that the accusation had been 
fair. In the essential battle of life she was 
as unimportant as a whorl of whipped 
cream on a slice of cake 

With Gregg’s dark head dimly visible 
ahead, Pat came to grips with life. She had 
tasted of love and disillusionment all in one 
night. Somewhere on that open highway, 
fragrant with vineyards, Patty Lou grew up. 

They finally reached Santa Rosa in the 
first flush of dawn. Gregg aroused the lady 
of his heart. It developed that her name 
was Celia. She taught school. Patty Lou 
took this last blow standing. She had 
learned a bitter amount of truth in a short 
time. 

Celia accepted Gregg’s embarrassed intro- 
duction of Pat as “Toots’ girl friend,” calmly. 
It was plain she had eyes only for Gregg who 
was leaving shortly for distant fields of 
endeavor. 

“Gregg, darling, how can I?” she ques- 
tioned. “They're depending on me to stay 
until June. How can I desert them, break 
a trust?” 

“Celia, it means all our lives,” 
swered. 


Gregg an- 


HISPERS drifted from the rose garden 
to Patty Lou slumped down in the rum- 
ble seat, trying not to hear, chivalrously try- 
ing to keep her eyes closed. Only once she 
heard “I know it isn’t much to offer, girl. Heat 
and dirt and a howling wilderness. But, just 
as I told you over the phone, it’s our chance.” 
So Celia had been the object of his phone 
calls, his preoccupation. Patty Lou had 
reached the point where she could even smile 
a bit at her assumptions of the dinner hour. 
What a quaint fish she had been! 

“You know I’m not thinking about those 
things,” it was Celia’s voice, “I want to go 
through them with you. Oh, Gregg, I don’t 
know what to do!” 

The man of affairs, Gregg, answered. 

“Listen to me, Celia. They'll find some- 
body else—we might lose each other forever 
if we waited!” 

Through the rose trees Patty Lou saw 
them drawn into each other’s arms. Oh, if 
Gregg hadn’t been so perfect! So hard to 
forget. She found there were more tears 
running down her cheeks. The second time 
in one day. But somehow, this time, she 
didn’t care. 

Perhaps, now that Celia had surrendered so 
soon they would get back to San Francisco 
before noon. There would be time to go 
home and changé her dress. She would put 
on her blue suit. Most of the girls who 
went to Keener’s Business College wore suits. 
She reflected with satisfaction that she looked 
well in a tailored costume. Later on, when 
she was a successful woman she would buy 
imported suits. Swanky little suits and hats 
to match. 

Later on—there must be other men like 
Gregg who liked successful women— 
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‘latures loveliest color 


had Lips of Tangee . . . elusive blush-rose, akin to Nature’s 
own glow of youth and health. Natural color . . . smartest 
vogue of today . . . subtle individuality . . . this is the 
= gift of Tangee to every woman, blonde, brunette or titian. 


ont Quite unlike other lipsticks, Tangee changes color as 
you put it on... to the blush-rose of youth and beauty 
me- ... and blends with each individual complexion. Truly 
a marvel in make-up! 


The exact shade depends upon your own complexion 
to and upon how much you apply. Tangee leaves no trace 
— of grease or pigment . . . nothing except a lovely glow— 
che so beautiful, so natural that it seems a part of your own 
lips . . . and as permanent as the day is long. 


Tangee—one lipstick and one rouge for all complexions. Tangee 
Lipstick in gunmetal case $1, in superb case of gold and black 
enamel $2.50. Tangee Rouge Compact 75¢. Tangee Creme 
Rouge $1. Tangee Face Powder including the smart, new shade, 
Tangee Tan, $1. Tangee Night Cream $1. Tangee Day Cream 
$1. Twenty-five cents more in Canada. 


Ask for TANGEE and be sure you see the name TANGEE. 


EBeauty 20 cents! 


Twenty cents brings you the miniature 
Tangee Beauty Set—all six items and the 
“Art of Make-Up.’ Address Dept.S.S.-10,The 
George W. Luft Co., 417 Fifth Ave., New York. 
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Puretest 
Aspirin 
Does Not 


Depress 


the Heart 
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Here is quick relief in cases of sim- 
ple headache and neuralgia, com- 
mon head colds and muscular aches 
and pains. Puretest Aspirin Tablets 
begin their beneficial action in 15 
seconds. Never irritate or burn. 
Never depress the heart. Sold only 
at Rexall Stores. Save with safety 


at your 


DRUG STORE 


There is one near you. You 
will recognize it by this sign. 
Liggett’s are also Rexall Stores, 
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Practical Ideas 


from 


Paris 


[Continued from page 73] 


this last year, with the exception of the suit. 

“I must have two dresses for daytime 
wear, in silk or wool; a dinner dress that 
will also do for evening, a day coat, an 
evening coat, two hats. 

“And because I have bought the suit, just 
now, and it really forms the rest of my 
winter wardrobe I want you to look at it. 
You see I bought it and am wearing it now 
without the fur collar of brown skunk which 
I shall have put on just as soon as the 
leaves start falling so that one realizes that 
winter is here.” 


ND then she showed it to me. A three- 
quarter length coat of beige homespun 
with a tiny cape effect over each sleeve 
that came from the all-around yoke, and 
with a skirt made in two deep tucks. I could 
realize just why she had bought it instead of 
some of the more tailored sorts that we see. 
First of all it was distinctive. Then the 
little capelets offered the possibility of wear- 
ing it many times when a strictly tailored 
garment would have been quite out of the 
scene. With a change of blouses and of 
hats, she really could feel well dressed from 
morning to night, even if she were going 
to the theater. Moreover the three-quarter 
coat made a heavy enough wrap, with its 
big fur collar for actually cold weather, and 
on account of its length, would be service- 
able over separate cloth or silk dresses. 
That is, indeed, an item worth considering 
in these days when we must have a wrap 
that blends with each frock. 

With our list of purchases to be made in 
hand, and the suit very clearly in mind, we 
started out to do our shopping. And it was 
on account of the suit coat, I think, that my 
Parisienne friend finally decided on a beige 
wool jersey for one of her street dresses. 

Made very simply but with all the touches 
of the new silhouette, it was a perfect ac- 
companiment to the coat, and made the 
ensemble a perfect thing that seemed to 
have been designed to create a picture. The 
square neck was finished with a descending 
frill of the jersey at the right side; the 
waistline was fixed at the actual normal. 
This is an important thing if you want 
your clothes not only to be good style now, 
but also next spring and perhaps next fall 
again. The skirt was cut straight in the 
back, but with the most evasive flare across 
the front, and lengthening just enough over 
the left side to re-emphasize the line of the 
descending frill on the right. 


OTH the belt and cuffs of brown suede 

were finished with a loop effect, and the 
belt buckle was cleverly adjusted at the left 
side to again emphasize the dip of the 
skirt. My friend liked the brown suede 
belt and cuffs for themselves, and because 
they were easily removable. The sort of 
thing which she could change when she 
wanted to freshen and change the frock by 
changing the dark brown turban for another 
shade when winter became extremely dull 
and gloomy. 

For the second street dress her selection 
fell on a dark green crepe de chine frock 
cut in princess fashion buttoned all down 
the front to a decidedly shallow but full 
circular flounce. The new widened line with 
the slimness which is such a feature of our 
new 1929-30 figures. The jabots, both on 


| the front of the frock and those that wound 


around the arm to the elbow, were of the 
same material lined with a light green crepe 


de chine which made a pleasing contrast. 
The dinner dress, which was to serve 
for evening also, was in black. After a 
long search, selection was finally made of 
an alluring model from Germaine Lecomte 
in black satin. The dress depended for its 
distinction on line and quality of material 
alone—and there is no better measuring 
stick by which to decide on the effectiveness 
of a frock. The Parisienne’s theory that 
black is always flattering in the evening, 
that it can be worn oftener than any other 
color without being remarked, and is always 
elegant, are all real reasons to be considered 
The dress we chose had just one relieving 
note in a handsome strass buckle, placed 
also at the normal waistline. But with a 
gay evening purse, a bright fan or scarf to 
strike a dominant note the black frock will 
seem to many who see it, when our French 
friend is going out this winter, to be a 
costume in crimson, in green or bright blue, 
according to the color of her accessories. 


HEN we came to the serious question 

of her two coats, one for daytime and 
one for evening wear. After much discussion, 
she chose her day coat in dark blue with a 
gray fox collar and just a hint of the same 
fur at the wide sleeves. And her reasons 
were logical and practical, living up to the 
true French standards. First of all it would 
add variety to her wardrobe. She could 
wear it well over not only navy blue, but 
dark green, gray and grege, and the cut 
was such that it would be acceptable over 
a satin or georgette frock as well as the 
more tailored kasha, jersey or crepe de 
chine. I had not realized how wise was 
her reasoning until we saw one of the new- 
est of the fall ensembles at a famous cou- 
turiére’s on the rue de la Paix which was 
composed of a dark green frock and navy 
coat, the hat binding the two into an indis- 
soluble whole. 

Because she had chosen a black evening 
dress, and because an evening wrap must 
bring the joie de vivre to the whole cos- 
tume, the coat was a red beige velvet with 
a rich red fox fur. Its slender shoulders, 
and long sleeves, widening as did the coat 
itself into foaming fullness gave the richest 
effect and the sense of being party bent 
that would insure a good time. One would 
be a joy to look at in the lovely wrap. 

Now there were only the two hats left 
to buy, and we selected both of these at 
Gaby Monos. You have only to look at 
the sketches, one large and one small, to 
sec how well they balance and lend varicty 
and finish to our choice of clothes. And 
when I tell you that the small one was in 
beige jersey, with the tiny waves that cov- 
ered it hand embroidered in a shade one 
tone darker than the hat, while the large 
one was of felt with the band and bow of 
almond green velvet ribbon you will see 
that our Parisienne had solved the hat prob- 
lem for her entire wardrobe with these 
two hats. 

I'll wager that you thought as I did, 
when the list was presented to me, that it 
was really most modest and could not hope 
to cover the range of all occasions. And 
that you are as surprised as I was when I 
found how fully my friend had covered the 
need of the suitable dress for every occa- 
sion with this modest list. Do you wonder 
that I cry the virtue of Parisienne prac- 
ticality and suggest that we all make a 
brand new resolution to go and do likewise? 
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How keep skin 


O many women have written us 

“4° enthusiastically about Listerine 
| usedasan astringent, that we feel duty 
a bound to pass the suggestion on to 


you. Furthermore, beauty doctors and dermatol- 
ogists tell us that Listerine is almost ideal for 
this purpose. Next time you use an astringent 
in connection with your toilette, give Listerine 
a trial. 


Note how it closes pores, how it tends to tighten 
sagging muscles and how wonderfully cool and 
smooth your skin feels after you have used it. 


LISTERINE as an ASTRINGENT 


You will find that it accomplishes results equal 
to those performed by special astringents costing 
from two to six times as much. Moreover, Lis- 
terine protects you against infection, Though 
gentle in action and healing in effect, full strength 
Listerine kills even the stubborn Staphylococcus 
Aureus (pus) germ in 15 seconds. Lambert Phar- 
macal Company, St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A. 


GREAT AFTER SHAVING 
Tell your husband it’s great after shaving. 
Doused on the skin full strength, it produces a 
delightful sensation of invigoration and cool- 
ness. And ends all smarting and burning. 
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RO PER com- 
plexion care 
necessitates the 
use of Kleenex 
. the safe, hy- 
vienic tissues that 
lot away the 
dirt and germs 
instead of rub- 
bing them down 
into the pores. 


And now Klee- 
nex is SO easy to 
use! It comes 
packed in a smart 
new box that 
gives you two tis- 
sues at a time, just 
as you use them! 
No more fussing or fumbling. Two sheets are 
always ready. You can’t waste it. And the dust- 
proof box keeps your Kleenex fresh and clean. 


Try this new Kleenex. It’s the modern, the 
dainty, the safe way to remove cold cream. 
Kleenex saves laundry and saves towels from 
grime and stains. Your favorite toilet goods 
counter has the new Kleenex. 


Kleenex 


Cleansing Tissues 


Kleenex Company, Lake-Michigan Building, 
Chicago, Illinois. Please send sample to . 


» NEW! 


Colored Kleenex 
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Canary Yellow 
Sea Green 
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The Cloak of Desire 


[Continued from page 29] 


“Yes, Sefora. I am a musician at home.” 
She smiled at that. “You are not of 
| Mazatlan, surely? All the artistas here have 
played for me.” 

“I am not of the city, Your Grace, I come 


from the mountains, a small, far pueblito 
called Alba.” 


| “Ah? And your name?” 
| “Don Pedro José de Santiago, Your 
Grace, very much at your orders.” 

“Don Pedro?” she repeated. “Then you 


not an Indio? You are Spanish?” 
he replied with simple dignity, 
There is no Spanish blood 


are 
“Senora,” 
|“I am an Indio. 


in me. My name was bequeathed me by my 
father. He had it from his father. And the 
first Don Pedro José was a prince of 


Tiaxcala, who fought at the side of the Senor 
Cortez, and later, being converted was bap- 
tized and given a Christian name.” 

With deft fingers she rearranged the man- 
tilla that had fallen from her hair. She 
drew the cloak of blue and gold about her 
shoulders. And it did not escape her no- 
tice that Pedro José drew in his breath sud- 
denly as one who is smitten deeply with 
love; at least so did the Dona Carmen 
Dolores interpret it. 

“Well, then,” she said at last, in a tone 
that many a caballero would have given a 
|bag of jewels to have heard in his ears, 
“you shall sing for me—today, at my name 
day fiesta. And after that you shall enter 
my service if you like. Your pay—” 

He fell on his knees before her. 

“Oh, gracious lady, I wish no pay 
money. I wish only for one thing—” 

4 delicate tint as of roses stained her 
| cream white face, and her lips parted slightly. 
| Her long lashes fell upon her cheeks. 
| “Nay—speak not of payment here. You 
|may be sure—” she leaned toward him, 

shutting out the impatience of the crowding 
caballeros—“that Carmen Dolores de la Luz 


in 


pays her debts well. Whatever it is you 
wish—you shall have!” 

Her eyes held his for a long time. The 
tone of her voice was unmistakable. But 


Pedro José heard only the words themselves. 
He saw only the shimmering blue and gold 
of the wonderful, miraculous robe. 


TOW in the little pueblo of Alba, high 

4 and remote on the mountainside, came 
news to Irena from an Indian driver who 
| had gone down to Mazatlan with a mule 
| train of silver bullion from the mines. 

“But surely it was he, I know him at 
once, even though he is dressed most grandly 
now, like an hidalgo. And he sat by the side 
of a lady who rode in a carriage of white 
and silver, a most beautiful lady who smiled 
as she looked at him, as if he had pleased 
her well.” 
| Irena was very still. Her dark eyes 
stared out across the mountain slope. 

“He cannot have forgotten me,” she said 
at last, very slowly. “We loved each other 
so much. And it was because of me that 
he went. And yet—” 

She thought of the grand lady sitting in 
her carriage of white and silver. Could any 
man sit beside such a one and remember 
the love of humbler times? 

“T will go to Mazatlan,” she said suddenly. 
“IT will see for myself.” 

And so it was that after a long, arduous 
journey of many days and nights, Irena 
came to the gay, crowded city of Mazatlan 
upon the sea. For the first time in her life 
she saw the blue of the ocean. Its roar ter- 
rified her; the narrow streets seemed to 
threaten her with long, squeezing tenacles. 

Of every one who would listen to her, 
she asked, “Can you tell me of Don Pedro 
José? Where he is? I do so much desire 


to see him! I’ve come from Alba to find him.” 

And they would stare at her curiously 

“Have you lost your lover?” They would 
laugh. “Forget him, Chinita, little one from 
the mountains. If he is a Don, his faith is 
not for such as you!” 

At night she slept in a doorway, wrapped 
in a faded blue rebozo. And with the com- 
ing of the dawn she was on the streets 
again, searching the faces of the passersby, 


asking of any who would listen to her, 
“Have you seen Don Pedro José? I do so 
much desire to see him!” 

Her scanty supplies of tortillas and 
parched corn were soon gone. She was 
hungry. And she did not know how to 
beg. On the fourth day she crouched wea- 


rily beside the fountain in the plaza. It 
was the hour of the afternoon paseo, when 
the gentry paraded on foot and in car- 
riages. An old woman near-by, a vender 
of sweetmeats, gossiped with her neighbor, 
a seller of love charms and potencies to 
ward off the evil eye 

“They say that the Dona Carmen will 
ride in the paseo this afternoon—she and 
her musician.” 

“Ah, then, she has recovered from her 
illness? It is freely said that the sickness 
was sent from heaven as a punishment for 
her sacrilege in riding in the procession of 
Santa Carmen.” 

The first old woman shrugged. 

“Nay, more like she received a letter from 
Don Carlos, saying that he is returning 
from Spain. There will be a reckoning— 
you will see. Don Carlos is not one to have 
his property tampered with.” 

The other woman laughd cynically. 

“Well, but if he leaves it unguarded—” 

The two whispered and tittered. 

“But look—there she comes now! 
she is wearing the robe again!” 

Through the crowding lane of people, 
Irena caught the glint of the coach. A sud- 
den nausea caught her, turned her dizzy. 
Ruthlessly she tugged and scrambled her 
way between arms and impeding bodies. 
The carriage had gone by. But the woman 
in it looked back, smiling at some admirer. 
For an instant, Irena’s straining gaze was 
filled by the milk-white face with its long, 
lazy eyes, and its wine-red mouth, the 
almost unearthly beauty of the blue robe, 
sprinkled with golden stars. 

Then the man who sat beside her, moved. 
He was dressed after the Spanish fashion, 
in bolero and close-fitting trousers laced 
with silver. Irena saw his face under the 
broad brim of the black velvet hat he wore. 
She cried out, a single heart-broken cry, 
that was drowned by acclaiming shouts and 
greetings. She stumbled forward, sobbing 
his name. But a man caught her roughly 
and flung her back. 

“You little fool, what would you do?” 

She fought, panting and sobbing. 

“Let me go! Let me go! He is mine, 
not hers; she is a thief! She has everything, 
I have nothing but his love!” 

The man still held her firmly. 

“Listen, little wild one; if Dona Carmen 
Dolores has taken your lover, give him up 
with good grace. What the lady wants, 
she takes, and what she takes, she keeps.” 


See, 


HE season of the Pascuas was approach- 

ing. There was gaiety and merrymak- 
ing in Mazatlan, in the great houses of the 
rich and the hovels of the poor. 

But Pedro José, in the sumptuous chamber 
assigned to him, had no heart for the gaieties 
of Dona Carmen Dolores and her friends. 
He was sick at soul with longing for the 
hill country, for the tiny village of Alba. 
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Irena! Pedro José closed his eyes in an | 
agony of longing. How much longer, he| 
wondered, would it be before the Dona | 
Carmen would give him the robe for which 
he had labored so that he could take it to 
his village for the Pascuas? 

He opened his eyes, and Dona Carmen 
Dolores was standing there in the open | 
doorway, watching him. She entered with | 
the languorous, swaying step so character- | 
istic of her, her head a little to one side, | 
her long dark eyes half closed. A lace fan 
dangled from her fingers. 

“Pedro, thou dreamest?” Her voice was | 
a caress, her smile an invitation. 

It was with difficulty that he answered | 
her. She had been kind to him, and yet 
he always feared her a little. 

“Sefora,” he said, “I dream of my home. | 
I would return there for the Pascuas. And 
I was wondering if—if—Your Grace would | 
give me now what Your Grace promised me, 
many months ago—” 

A strange gleam leaped into the eyes of | 
Carmen Dolores. Of this one man she had 
never been sure. He must love her, of 
course—all men did. And yet—she had 
never been certain. She came closer to him. 

“Ah, you speak at last? Pedro, thou 
hast been a laggard. Dost thou know that 
Don Carlos returns from Spain within the 
month ?” 

He stared down at her uncomprehend- 
ingly. 

“Sefiora,” he stammered, “I have nothing 
to do with his Excellency, Don Carlos. 
I only speak of that which Your Grace 
promised me—the robe—the robe of blue 
and gold—” 

For a long, unsteady moment there was 
silence in the great chamber. Dona Car- 
men’s eyes contracted into unbelieving slits 
of black light. There was a slow, hissing 
sound as she drew in her breath. 

“You speak—of a robe—my robe—you 
mean that that was your desire?” 

Before the gathering fury in her face he 
drew back, bewildered, abashed. 


“But—but yes, Sefiora! Is it possible that 
I have been so stupid as not to say it in| 
words? It has been so much a part of me, 
so much in my heart and mind that it 
seems to me I have spoken of nothing else. | 
But yes, it is that which I desire above all 
things. I have served Your Grace according | 
to the best of my humble talents—will | 
Your Grace give me the robe—now?” 

“You—you dare!” She struck him full 
across the face, a sharp, savage blow with 
her fan. “You—ah, you savage, you bar- 
barian! And you want my robe do you? 
To give to some dirty Indian girl, and boast 
that you had it as a love gift of Carmen 
Dolores de la Luz? Get out!” 

She went raging across the tiled floor, 
her voluminous skirts swishing like angry 
waves about her ankles. But at the door 
she turned. Her bosom was heaving tu- 
multuously, there was a spot of red in each 
livid cheek, her eyes were wide and hate 
filled. 

“Your pardon, Don Pedro, I forgot that 
gentlemen like you must be paid. Well, 
you shall have your wages. My major- 
domo shall bring you a bag of gold. Carmen 
Dolores de la Luz pays her debts! Wait 
here until my steward brings it. And then, 
away with you, and may she to whom you 
sing your next song die of a blight!” 

The great door slammed shut behind her. 
And Pedro José stood alone once more. 

He was still standing there when the 
major-domo came, and put into his hand 
a bag of gold pieces. It was a heavy bag, 
as befitted the insulting generosity of a 
woman’s scorn. And still Pedro José stood 
motionless; his mind, accustomed to the 
simplicities of a primitive existence, strove 
in vain to understand the fury of the Dona 
who had befriended him. He understood 
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skin to glowing youth. 
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stimulating effects of a brisk walk, a cold 
shower, an expensive massage by an ex- 
pert masseuse—all in a few drops and a 
fraction of the cost. 

Pat it on your tired skin—over your 
tired body. How cooling, tingling, sooth- 
ing. Into each pore it rushes—cleansing, 
toning, deodorizing. Your skin awakens, 
glows, grows supple. There's a new elas- 
ticity in every muscle. And a flower fra- 
grance—delicate, sensuous, delightful— 
pervades your very being. 

Just mail the coupon below. It brings 
you free, a generous Flacon of Cheramy’s 
Eau de Cologne, a tonic for the body and 
most popular in Paris. 


CHERAMY, Inc., Dept. Br 
$39 West 45ch Street, N. Y. C. 
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UN AIR EMBAUME 


HAT you may know, by per- 

sonal trial, why Mrs. Vander- 
bilt selected this rare Rigaud odeur 
for use at the wedding of her 
daughter Consuelo, Rigaud-Paris 
will send you a delightful purse 
size flacon of Un Air Embaumé. 


The moment you remove the 
stopper you will know why the 
smartest women of New York and 
Paris have adopted it for its ravish- 
ing appeal—and why Rigaud has 
been appointed Parfumeur to his 
Majesty, King Alfonso XIII 
Spain, by Royal Decree. 

And when you touch Un Air 
Embaumé to your ears, neck and 
fingertips, you will at once sense 
how it youthfully enhances your 
charm and attractiveness. 

Send coupon with 25¢ merely to 
cover cost of mailing, customsduty, 
etc. Only one flacon to 4 person. 

Un Air Embaume Parfum is reasonably 
priced at $1. to $10. at smart shops every- 
where; also Poudre, Creams, Rouge, Lip- 
stick, Bath Salts, Talcum, etc. 
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RIGAUD, New York Salon, 79 Bedford St.,N. Y. 
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I will pure in future at my favorite shop. 
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|} gold for which he had labored, was not to 
be his. She had promised it and had broken 
her word. She had given him gold but it 
was not gold he wanted. The robe—how 
could he go back without it? He could 
not—he would not! 

He looked down at the leather bag in 
'his hands. How much was contained therein 
he did not know Neither could he even 
surmise the value of the precious robe. 
But surely it would be fair—Dona Carmen 
| Dolores loved gold, and his desire was the 
robe. He knew the chest where it was 
| kept folded away. 


and the mountain streams were swollen and 


But the dawn of the day was 
clear. The sky was a deep, 
lavish blue, and the air was fragrant with 
the scent of pine trees breathing through 
wet, shining branches. 

The early morning Mass had just been 
celebrated, and the Plaza outside the church 
was filled with a throng of merrymakers, 
dark-faced Indios rebounding from the 
solemnity of worship as quickly and natur- 
ally as children. The women and young 
girls were bringing out the statue of the 
Virgin of the Moun- 


dangerous. 
radiant and 


| She had promised it gg And —_ 
|to him. His eyes the garment she 
| grew blank and se- wore was faded and 
| cretive—Indian eyes OCTOBER ROAD dingy there were 


| of a thousand years 
| ago. 


ONA CARMEN 
awoke early the 
next morning after 
a restless night. Her 
first thought was 
for Pedro José to 


By Edgar Daniel Kramer 


WALK October’s rainbow road, 
Where withered leaves are blowing, 
But fragrantly the ghost of May 
Along with me is going. 


iresh flowers banked 
about her feet, and 
her fair, gentle head 
was crowned with 
jasmine. 

Padre Luis had 
just come out on 
the steps, when a 
peon raced breath- 


sing to her, as had The trees and dying grasses sigh, lessly along the 
fury swept over But May is living in my heart, ing! Pedro José is 
| her. That she should A breath of joyous dreaming. coming back!” 
‘have offered her Some one hurried 
love to an Indio— A cold wind steals across the hill, off to tell Irena, 
and been refused! who was so ill that 
| She lay for some A mockery of laughter, she had not gone 
moments, thinking. But he who finds his love in May to the Mass that 
Then gathering a- Knows springtime ever after. morning. And a 


bout her a gown of 
silk and ermine, she 
arose. She wanted 

to see the robe he 
had coveted. To look at the thing that 
had been her rival—the thing that he had 
desired instead of her love. In the ad- 
joining room were ranged the great carven 
chests of scented wood in which her shawls 
and robes and silks were laid away. 

She lifted up the lid of the one nearest the 
door. A confusion of sandalwood and rose 
petals smote her nostrils. She peered over 
the edge—and drew back, stifling a cry. 
Her face went as white as the silken gown 
she wore. For the robe of azure and gold 
|—the priceless gift of Don Carlos Jimenez 
—was gone! In its place lay a leather bag, 
| that clinked heavily to the ouch. 

She sank back, drawing the silken folds 
about her throat. Gone! The precious gift 
of the man whose sternness and jealousy 
were proverbial in Spain and Mexico. There 
| was nothing she could say to him that he 
would credit—the truth was so fantastic, 
so shameful, so unbelievable. And Don 
Carlos was even then on the seas. What 
| was to be done? 

She sprang to her feet, trembling as if 
'with cold. There was but one thing she 
could do, and that speedily and secretly— 
go after the Indio and get back the precious 
a before Don Carlos came. 


HAT year the season of the Pascuas was 

not a happy one. In the lowlands 
there were floods. And in the hill country 
there were earthquakes. Alba had felt the 
trembling of the earth, and there had been 
rock slides. But although some tiles had 
been loosened from the roofs of houses by 
the tremors, no actual damage had been 
done. 

In a village so small as to be almost a 
|family group the change in Irena was a 
matter of grave concern. She had come 
| back from Mazatlan dragging herself along 
the steep mountain trail like a hurt animal. 
Her cheeks were sunken, her eyes glazed 
|and expressionless. She said little, only that 
|she had not found Pedro José. 

It was the first day of the “Posada.” The 
}rains had come down in passionate torrents, 


din of tongues cried 
out his name as a 
tall, gaunt, weary 
young Indio, clad 
still in the black and scarlet of Spain, 
limped slowly along the sunlit way. One 
hand clutched a long staff, on which he 
leaned painfully. But under his other arm 
was something which shimmered with the 
blueness of a freshly washed sky, and 
glinted with golden darts of fire where the 
sunshine struck. He seemed not to see 
any one else. His intense gaze was fastened 
on Padre Luis standing on the steps of the 
church, and upon the statue behind him. 

“Padre,” he said in a voice that was 
hoarse with fatigue, “I have brought the 
gift I promised so long ago. I have been 
long in coming, Padre mio, for all the evil 
spirits of storm and flood tried to bar my 
way. Once there came an avalanche, and a 
tree in falling, dragged me, tangled in its 
branches, down the mountainside. But 
would not release my hold upon the gift. 
Take it, Padre Luis, take it quickly for 
now I must go to Irena.” 

Like a man in a dream, the old priest 
reached out his hands for the precious 
thing. Like a man in a dream he unfurled 
it, and held it for a long moment at arm’s 
length. A gasp of wonder swelled up into 
a cry of amazement, of adoration. 

With one accord the people fell upon 
their knees. Padre Luis turned slowly, 
holding up the star-strewn robe like a 
votive offering. 

But in that moment, a wild cry checked 
him. And across the plaza came Irena, 
running, staggering, her hands spread out 
before her, her eyes wide with horror. 
Pedro José sprang to meet her. But she 
thrust him aside. She stumbled up the 
steps, and clutched at Padre Luis’s cassock. 

“Ask him whence he got the robe! Ask 
him whence came the robe he would give 
the Blessed Virgin as a gift!” 

Pedro José stood as one stricken by a 
terrible blow. The blood ebbed out of his 
tired face, then came careening back again. 
The old priest spoke his name, sternly. 

“Tell us, Pedro José, speak, my son!” 
With a sickening wrench, 


Pedro José’s 
voice came back to him. Of Dona Carmen 
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Dolores he did not think. Only of his own 
guilt. He had stolen the robe—taken it in 
the night. He was a thief! He sank down 
upon his knees. His clenched hands came 
up upon his breast. 

“Padre, forgive me! 
sinned deeply!” 

Irena swayed forward, and crumpled up 
in a sobbing heap upon the church steps. 
The dark faces of the people had grown 
menacing, wolfish. But Padre Luis’s imper- 
ative hand lifted high. His voice rang out 
like a sonorous bell. 

“Pedro José! What is this you have 
done? How have you found in it your 
heart to sully a holy gift with the sin of 
sacrilege ?” 

The kneeling man flung out his arms. He 
iifted his agonized face to the skies. “I 
meant no evil! I thought only of the robe. 
It was so beautiful. I took it as a thief 
would take it, and yet, oh, believe me, Padre 
mio, I left the gold there for it. It had been 
promised me—before God and all the Saints, 
1 speak the truth!” 

The muttering voice of the throng grew 
to a clamor. 

“He lies! He lies! It is sacrilege!” 

But there came a flash of scarlet and green. 
A woman pushing her way imperiously 
through the dark, crowding faces as one 
who has the right. 

“Let me through, you 
pelados !” 

She gained the church steps and stood 
facing them. Her long thick hair was un- 
plaited, her garments were disarranged and 
torn. Her black eyes snapped fury at them. 
“He speaks the truth; the robe is his by 
right !” 

Padre Luis spoke. 

“My daughter, who are you?” 

The woman drew herself up to a queenly 
height. Her wine-red mouth was a curve 
of hauteur. 

“I am Dona Carmen Dolores de la Luz!” 

They knew it even there. Who did not? 
A gasp went up. And then a fierce mut- 
tering that swelled to a roar. 

“She gave him the robe! He had it of 
her as a love token! And that is the gift 
he brings.” 

Pedro José got stumblingly to his feet. His 
eyes were those of a bewildered animal. 
Irena was suddenly beside him, her arms 
about his neck. 

“No! No! You shall not kill him! He 
speaks the truth. I believe him!” Padre 
Luis still stood with the precious robe of 
blue and gold hanging from his arms like 


It is true—I have 


imbeciles, you 


a banner. His voice rang out strong and 
commanding. 
“Quiet! Let there be no evil committed 


He turned ab- 


here upon holy ground!” 
“My 


ruptly to the woman beside him. 
daughter, tell me of this robe!” 

For an instant, Dona Carmen Dolores 
stared at him defiantly. But there was fear 
in the pallor of her face. Twice she opened 
her lips falteringly. Then suddenly her voice 
came with passionate clarity. 

“IT came to recover the robe because it was 
a gift to me from—from—one who would 
think as these Indios do—that I had given 
it away as a token of love. But that is not 
true—do you hear me, all of you? I never 
had love from this man, Pedro José! Nay, 
he did not even know that he might have 
had my love! 

“I came along the steepness of the way 
hating him, for I thought he had taken the 
robe to give to some one who had won his 
heart as I could not. But when I saw that 
he had served me all these months so that 
he might offer a thing of beauty to the 
Virgin of the Mountain my very soul was 
shamed. Who are you to judge him or 
me? Pedro José did not judge me. I tell 
you his heart was pure! I tell you that, who 
have seen the evil of men’s souls! And 
shame be to you who find evil where there 
was naught but purity!” 


When 
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HE beauty, the sparkle . . . the gloss and 
lustre of your hair . . . depend, almost 
entirely, upon the way you shampoo it. 

A thin, oily film, or coating, is constantly 
forming on the hair. If allowed to remain, 
it catches the dust and dirt—hides the life 
and iustre—and the hair then becomes dull 
and unattractive. 

Only thorough shampooing will . . . remove 
this film... and let the sparkle, and rich, 
natural... color tones. . . of the hair show. 

Washing with ordinary soap fails to re- 
move this film, because—it does not clean 
the hair properly. 

Besides—the hair cannot stand the harsh 
effect of ordinary soaps. The free alkali, in 
ordinary soaps, soon dries the scalp, makes 


---Mail This Coupon and Try it FREE -- 
THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 
1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 
Please send me a generous supply of ‘Mulsified’’ FREE, all 
charges paid Also your booklet entitled ‘Why Proper Shampoo- 
ing is BEAUTY INSURANCE.” 


MULSIFIED COCOANUT OIL SHAMPOO 
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Shampoo 
Quickly, Easily, at a few cents cost, you can have a 


.- Real Beauty Shampoo . . That will give Your Hair a 
Loveliness, quite unobtainable by Ordinary Washing. 


the hair brittle and ruins it. 

That is why women, by the thousands, 
who value... beautiful hair... use Mulsified 
Cocoanut Oil Shampoo. 

This clear and entirely greaseless product 
not only cleans the hair thoroughly, but is so 
mild, and so pure, that it cannot possibly 
injure. It does not dry the scalp, or make 
the hair brittle, no matter how often you 
use it. 

Two or three teaspoonfuls of Mulsified 
make an abundance of . . . soft, rich, creamy 
lather . . . which cleanses thoroughly and 
rinses out easily, removing with it every 
particle of dust, dirt and dandruff. 

The next time you wash your hair, try 
Mulsified Cocoanut Oil Shampoo and just 
see how .. . really beautiful . . . your hair 
will look. 

It will keep the scalp soft and the hair 
fine and silky, bright, fresh looking, wavy 
and easy to manage and it will—fairly 
sparkle—with new life, gloss and lustre. 
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Let two trained 
nurses tell you 
How to REDUCE 
Locally, Simply, 


WO registered nurses have dis- 

covered a scientific principle—a 
way to reduce surplus flesh from any 
over-developed part of the body in a 
safe and sane way. 

Simply rub a thick coating of 
Renné Reducing Cream into the skin 
each night and wash off the light 
residue in the morning. After two 
weeks measure that part of the body 
treated and notice the decrease in 
size. Renné Reducing Cream is notan | 
overnight miracle. It repays consist- 
ent, conscientious application with 
results. 

It is size, not weight, which mars 
the graceful silhouette. Let two regis- 
tered nurses show you the way tosafe, 
local reduction and its result—a 
beautiful figure! 


NAN RENNE 

4s West 76th St., New York, N. Y 

Please send me, postpaid, one 16 oz. jar of Renné 
Reducing Cream, for which I agree to pay the 
postman, $7.50 


/ 


REDUCING- CREAM 


Name 
Address 


City State 
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For the space of a breath there was silence. 
Then suddenly, there came a deep, ominous 
rumble from the earth. A sickening tremor 
shook the ground, and from a nearby roof 
a tile clattered and fell crashing. To the fierce, 
primitive Indios, the violence of the sub- 
terranean forces was an echo of the 
smouldering fury within their hearts. It 
burst forth with a wild, threatening roar of 


voices. 

“She lies! They are both guilty! It is the 
judgment of heaven against them!” 

A jagged stone struck Dona Carmen 


Dolores a stunning blow upon the shoulder. 
She reeled, and Pedro José caught her and 
thrust her behind him. 

“Do you see? He shields her! Kill them! 
Or we will all prish for thir sin!” 

Padre Luis was trying frantically to make 
his voice heard above the tumult. 

“No! My children, no!” 

They were back against the pedestal of 
the statue now. With shrill, murderous cries, 
the Indios came swarming up the steps. 

And in that moment, the earth shook again. 
The ground swelled up in coarse heavy 
waves that cracked apart with a dreadful 
grinding roar. Vengeance was forgotten. The 
people fled aimlessly, crying and screaming. 

Then above the violence of the roaring and 
grinding, the panic of human terror and fear 
maddened voices, came another sound. This 
one more awful, more terrible than all—the 
rolling, crashing, thundering roar of the 
avalanche! 

A new and frightful convulsion shook the 
earth. The front wall of the church spread 
apart with fearful, deliberate intent. The 
red tiles sprayed like heavy sparks from 
a rocket. 

There was a moment of horror, of awful 
pandemonium swirling into chaos—a long, 
dwindling rumble as of thunder—and then 
—silence. A long silence, like that of death. 
Then— 

Men and women lifted themselves weakly 
from the ground and stared about them 
with dazed, incredulous eyes. Was this 
death? Was it life? Could it be that the 
demoniac carnage of the mountains had 
passed them by? 

Stumblingly, they made their way through 
the débris that covered the church steps. 
Across a mountainous litter of tiles and sun- 
dried bricks the interior of the little shabby 
church stood revealed to the sunlight. A 
cry of wonder sounded then. For the front 
wall had collapsed—inward! There stood 
the statue of the Virgin of the Mountains, 
calm and pale in her worn, dusty robe, un- 
touched, unscathed by the violence of the 
earth forces. And at her feet, huddled be- 
neath the gentle, protecting smile of her lips 
and the promised comfort of the tapering, 
outward spread hands, were those who had 
looked into the face of death—Padre Luis, 
the priest; Pedro José, holding Irena’s head 
pressed tightly against his breast; and Dona 
Carmen Dolores! 


HEY still tell the story in Alba today; 
how the avalanche, miraculously de- 
flected in its course, passed by the village 
doing it no hurt. How the earthquake spared 
the lives of the people. 

The story is a legend now, and so has 
become invested with much embroidery of 
fact and fancy. For they say that those 
who first looked up from the ground, 
amazed at finding themselves alive, saw 
beyond the pile of broken stones that was 
the fallen wall of the church, a Kght like 
white fire upon the pedestal of the statue. 
And there, for the instant, stood no inani- 
mate figure of plaster, but a living radiant 
being. A maiden woman with a crown of 
stars upon her head, a scepter tipped with 
stars in her outheld hand. And from her 
shoulders there hung a robe—a robe of 
azure and gold, scintillating with ethereal, 
transcendent beauty. The scepter in her 
hand was held in a gesture of com- 
mand. 

That Christmas time in Alba, at the time 
of the Pascuas, Pedro José and Irena were 
married by Padre Luis. 

And in that same joyous season of giving, 
she who had been Dona Carmen Dolores 
de la Luz, resigned her earthly queenship, 
and dedicated her life to the service of the 
church. She who had been color, and joy, 
and sorrow, took a name that she bore with 
deep humility and tranquillity through the 
rest of her life—Maria del Salvacion—Mary 
oi the Salvation. And those who had 
scorned her, lived to bless her name. For 
in the remote places of those mountains, 
she went from village to village like an 
angel of mercy. No task was too difficult, 
no journey of aid too long and arduous 
for her intrepid spirit. 

Upon the last night of the Posada, 
came the procession of young girls and 
youths to the house of Irena and Pedro 
José. Outside the closed doors they sang 
their song. 

The doors were flung open wide, and 
the outer darkness was illuminated by the 
golden light of many candles. Full, reverent 
voices came in a response that was like the 
swelling ecstasy of a mighty organ. 

Oh, never had those simple, dark-eyed 
Indios of Alba known such awe and de- 
votion as they knew that night. Padre 
Luis uttered a benediction over the clasped 
hands of Pedro José and Irena, his wife. 
And then, lifting his wrinkled gentle face, 
he put his hand upon Pedro José’s bowed 
head. “Blessed are the pure in heart, for 
they shall see God! And blessed be the 
name of God, who looks deep into the hearts 
of His children and searches out the inner 
thoughts and motives that mankind may 
never know. To the pure, all things are 
pure. And God’s blessing will be upon 
the gift thou hast brought, a gift conse- 
crated and worthy because of that which 
was in thy heart!” 


New Careers for Young Women 


[Continued from page 31] 


already,” I exclaim. “Why, it hasn’t seemed 
like any time at all.” 

She smiles regretfully. 

“It’s been just too slicko,” she agrees. “I'd 
take you up again but I think that this wall 
is going to collapse in a few minutes.” 

“But I want terribly to know what you 
think about Joyce,” I argue. 

“T tell you,” she says. “We'll go over and 
sit on that hose cart.” 

So over we go and she takes off her fire- 
man’s coat and hat. 

“Joyce,” she says, wiping her brow, “has 
undoubtedly done an amazing piece of work. 
But—” 


And so it goes. What an improvement on 
the uncouth fireman of today! 


N2& GIRLS—the world is yours, if you 
want it. Already you have entered 
many professions but, as I have indicated 
above, there are many fields still untouched. 
There are still many occupations at whose 
door the hand of womanhood has not yet 
knocked. I have named three, but there 
are many others. And then, of course, 
if everything else fails, you can always try 
matrimony. There are always vacancies for 
a bright girl there. Not too bright, but— 
you know. 
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The Demonstrator 


[Continued from page 46] 


subtly that she couldn’t be offended. Some 
reference to the Bohn-Race—the agency had 
said she loved Bohn-Races; she’d buy one if 
it cost no more than a Ford. 

Suddenly Dick sat up straight, a gleam in 
his eye. He got up and walked, the gleam 
intensifying into an inspired smile. The 
clever idea! It had come at last! 

Throwing off his lounging-robe, and put- 
ting on his coat, Dick hurried down to the 
street and into his car. Fuming with im- 
patience at every traffic delay, he drove 
around the corner of Central Park, and 
headed southward toward Times Square .. . 


ARLY in the morning, before Dick was 

out of bed, he searched through the 
“Automobiles For Sale” column of the Times, 
soon locating what he sought. With a happy 
grin, he read the notice through: 


FOR SALE—MUST SACRIFICE 1929 
Bohn-Race Car, driven less than 1000 
miles. Wil sell for $150. 98 East 63. 
Apt 14L. 


He ’phoned the garage to bring his car 


around at once, and rang for Higgins, his | 


man. 

“Higgins,” he said, “some people will be 
here today asking about a Bohn-Race for 
sale. You're to tell everybody it’s been sold, 
unless”—he exhibited the snapshot of Rose- 
mary Parker—“unless this young lady calls. 
Understand ?” 

Higgins said, “Quite so, sir,” and went out. 
Dick dressed and sat down to await develop- 
ments. 

But Higgins’ eyesight proved to be noth- 
ing to boast about Perhaps there is an age 
at which all women look alike to English 
valets, and Higgins was at that age. Any 
way, shortly before noon he ushered in a 
pretty young woman who might have looked a 


little like Rosemary Parker from a distance 
of a half-mile or so. Dick, of course, knew 
at first glance that she bore no resemblance 
to the beautiful girl he sought. 

“Er—er—” said Dick. 

“I saw your ad,” the visitor gushed. “Is 
that the car down in front?” 

“Er—yes,” Dick admitted, trying to for- | 
mulate some plan of getting rid of this vivid | 
creature without going to the length of 
selling his $7500 car to her for a fiftieth of | 
its value. 

“My husband is looking at it,” the young 
woman said. “Could we have a demonstra- | 
tion?” 

True to form, Dick’s brain refused to func- | 
tion in the presence of a beautiful woman 
who smiled at him. He blinked, and gulped, 
and finally wound up by following her from 
the apartment and into the elevator. In the 
street, slowly walking around the Bohn- 
Race, inspecting it from every angle and 
making little clucking sounds of mingled 
approval and puzzlement, he found a stocky, 
efficient-looking man who had a strong re- 
semblance to pictures of the late President 
Roosevelt. 

“This is Mr. Reeser, my husband,” the 
young woman said. 

Dick shook hands with Mr. Reeser, and 
batted his eyes. 

“This the car?” Reeser demanded in a 
sort of bark. 

“Er—yes,” Dick admitted. He opened his 
mouth to add that the car already had been 
sold, but Mrs. Reeser’s big-eyed smile seemed 
to get in the way of his words. Dick swal- 
lowed heavily. Reeser pursed his lips and 
peered at the Bohn-Race for a moment. 
Then he turned stern eyes back to Dick. 

“Why, this car’s in perfect condition. 
What's the idea wanting to sell a seventy- 
five hundred dollar auto for a hundred and 
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ForEST GREENS, Venetian reds, 
and browns from taffy-tan to rich tobacco shades—these are the autumn colors 
important to the Parisian couturier and the smart American woman, And she 


who is truly wise knows that the perfect ensemble is one where clothes and 


cosmetiques make subtle color harmony. She chooses the lipstick for ber costume as 
carefully as she chooses the hat. Most often she selects Lipstick Tussy, for it 


_ may be had in different shades for different frocks .. . for every time of day. It 
_is a miracle of smoothness and delicacy, of fragile fragrance. And its case of 


colorful galalithe makes it a proud accessory for the smartest handbag. Besides 
... Lipstick Tussy comes from France, from Lesquendiew — Europe’s greatest 
maker of cosmetiques for more than a century. 


TUSSyY may be obtained at your favorite 
shop. There, too, you will find the imported creams, 
lotions, paste rouges and cream rouges that have made 
famous the name of Lesquendieu.Won’t you let us send 
you the fascinating booklet on make-up, ‘*Cosmetiques 
Lesquendieu”’? Just write to J. Lesquendieu, Inc., 683 
Fifth Avenue, New York. 


COSMETIQUES 
emLESQUENDIEU 
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AN ANTISER 


WHERE is no excuse in al- 

lowing armpit perspira- 
tion to discolor and ruin your 
clothing, and its disagreeable 
odor to humiliate and em- 
barrass you. 


More than a million men and 
women keep their armpits dry 
and odorless and protect their 
clothing with NONSPI (an 
antiseptic liquid) used, en- 
dorsed, and recommended by 


physicians and nurses 


NONSPI destroys the odor and 
dwyerts the underarm perspiration 
te parts of the body where there 
1s better evaporation — and need 
be used on an average of but 
two nights each week 


You, too, can have dry and 
odorless armpits and save 
your clothing. Get a borrle of 
NONSPI today Use it to- 
night Use NONSPI the year 
around—spring, summer, fall, 
and winter 

Your Toilet Goods Dealer 
and Druggist has NONSPI at 
(several months’ supply) 
or if you prefer 

Accept our 10¢ Trial Offer 
(several weeks’ supply) 


For the enclosed 10¢ (eoin 
or stamps) send me a trial 
size bottle of NONSPI 


The Nonspi Company 
2626 Walnut Street 
Kansas City, Mo. 
Name 
Address Nenu 


“Anp I made it 
myself! Thanks to 
the Woman's 
tute, I can now 1 
all my own 
and have two or three 
dresses for the money 
I used to spend on 
At last my 
hav e st yle 
Woman's Insti- 
| teach you to 


home 
mail the coupon 
e will gladly tell 
you about the Woman's 

Institute and how it can help you to 
have prettier clothes and earn $20 to 
t10 a week at home in spare time 


| WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 6-X, Seranton, Penna. | 
| Please send me your Free Booklet, “Making Beau- | 
tif Clothes and full details of your home-study 
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{fifty? It sounds darned queer to me.” 
Dick stammered, and Reeser snapped: 
| “Did you steal it?” 
| Dick blinked, and noisily gulped. Mrs. 
Reeser’s eyes got bigger than ever and her 
mouth formed a little letter O. 

Reeser said, “Well, I won't take chances on 
a deal like this. I can’t afford to buy any 
stolen automobiles.” He gave Dick a hard 
glassy stare, motioned to his wife, and they 
hurried away 

Dick went back up to his big chair, con- 
siderably less certain of the cleverness of his 
scheme to attract the attention of the mys- 
tery girl. Indeed, he was now afraid of 
the plan, and wondering if, perhaps, one 
could possibly make himself comfortable in 
jail. 


HROUGHOUT the day a line of pro- 

spective purchasers came to Dick’s door 
to ask about the advertised Bohn-Race. 
Much repetition resulted in a sort of formula 
with Higgins. He opened the door, said, 
|\“The car has been sold,” without looking, 
and shut it again. And so doing he nearly 
lost his job. 
| It was only by chance that Dick heard 
her voice, saying—‘‘Oh, I’m so sorry,” be- 
fore the door closed. He leaped forward, 
and not seeing him, Higgins got in his way. 
They went down in a heap together, while 
Dick yapped: “That’s her, you blinking 
idiot !” 

Before he could get on his feet and out 
in the hall, Rosemary was in the elevator, 
and the door clanged shut. Dick rang for 
the other lift so frantically that the operator 
brought it post-haste to the fourteenth floor, 
thinking the house must be on fire. The girl 
was just leaving the lobby when Dick reached 
the ground floor, and running after her, 
caught her arm. 

She turned about enquiringly, and gave a 
tiny start when she saw him. Almost at 
once her expression changed to a smile, and 
she held out her hand. 

“Well!” she said. Then, with an incredu- 
lous look! 

“Surely you’re not the one that advertised 
|the Bohn-Race for sale?” 

He replied breathlessly, “Yes, I am!” 

At the curb before them stood the road- 
ster in its gleaming newness. The girl's eyes 
sparkled as she looked at it, longingly. And 
a shade crossed her features. 

“I've always wanted a Bohn-Race,” she 
murmured, “but I couldn’t afford one. And 
now I’m too late for this—this adorable bar- 


gain. It’s already sold!” 
| “That was a mistake,” Dick returned 
leagerly. “It hasn’t been sold—yet.” 

Her countenance brightened, and _ her 


glance flew up to his face. She ran out to 
the roadster and rubbed a hand lovingly 
about its glossy black fender. 

“Would you—like a demonstration?” he 
asked. 

She threw him a roguish smile. 

“You’re sure we wouldn’t break down 
again?” 

His cheeks flamed, and she put a sym- 
pathetic hand on his sleeve. 

“I was too hot-headed—that day,” she 
said softly. “I mean after I left you I 
missed my purse and when I went back for 
it, you'd gone. I mean I knew the car really 
was stalled when I found you'd left it.” 

“I was out of gas,”’ Dick explained. 

“Oh. You see, I'm a dress-model in a 
Fifth Avenue shop, and—well, I get a lot 
of chances to go out. Some of the men 
look—well, decent and—well, I mean that 
wasn’t the first time I’ve walked back from 
a ride.” 

She climbed into the roadster, and smiled 
at him as he followed. At that instant a 
short, thick-set man and a tall, sour-looking 
man, came across the street, their shoes pad- 
ding heavily on the pavement. 

“This the car that’s for sale?” the short 
man snapped, with steely eyes prodding at 


Dick as if to annihilate him on the spot. 
Dick nodded, batting his eyes at one and 
at the other. 
“Where'd you get it?” 
“Why—er—” 
“Speak up! 


Speak up!” the tall one cut 
in. “You stole it, didn’t you?” 

“That’s how you can sell Bohn-Races for 
a hundred and fifty bucks,” Shorty com- 
mented. “We had a complaint this morn- 
ing about this business !” 

Rosemary looked at Dick, with the tip 
of her fingers to her lips. She seemed to be 
saying “Oh!” silently. 

The thick-set man took her arm. 

“Come on, sister, get out,’’ he commanded. 
Rosemary obeyed quickly. 

Dick said, “Here, I say!” 

“No back talk,” the tall man snapped, as 
he and the other squeezed themselves into 
the place vacated by the girl. “Now drive 
around to the police station.” 

Dick glanced back with a wave of an- 
guish as he drove away from the curb and 
out toward Fifth Avenue. Rosemary stood 
looking after the car, a pathetic little fig- 
ure, and Dick moaned. Again he had been 
with her, and had failed to learn her ad- 
dress. This was the second time the blink- 
ing police had put in their two-cents-worth, 
spoiling everything. 

At the station-house he launched into a 
passionate explanation to the lieutenant in 
charge, giving all the romantic details of his 
quest, and his reason for advertising a $7500 
roadster for $150. The manager of the Bohn- 
Race agency was summoned, and readily con- 
firmed Dick’s ownership of the car. The 
officer scratched his head and looked puz- 
zled, muttered something about the observa- 
tion ward, and told Dick to get out. He 
went home and sat in his big chair, depres- 
sion weighing upon her. He got out Rose- 
mary’s picture and stared at it. 


E spent the next few days cruising up 

and down Fifth Avenue in his car, 
at first with hope, but gradually compre- 
hending the futility of this loose search. To 
find one girl among New York’s six millions 
—even if she were the loveliest of them all! 
It was an impossible task. 

“Higgins,” he said hopelessly on the sixth 
night “pack my bags and ship my trunk to 
Los Angeles.” 

“Going on another tour, 
asked. 

It was a silly question, which Dick did 
not deign to answer. 

He was dressed early the next morning, 
all ready to go. But he dallied around, de- 
bating whether or not he should make one 
last journey down Fifth Avenue. Noon 
came and passed, and still he was undecided. 
Several times he had taken up the bags and 
started for the door, only to put them down 
again and resume his solo-debate. 

He was stretched out in his big chair when 
the bell rang and Higgins went to answer it. 

“A Miss Parker to see you, sir,” the man 
announced, on returning. Dick bounced from 
his seat and sprang to the door. He blinked 
and swallowed, then rushed forward with 
outstretched hands. 

“IT seem to be doomed to get the wrong 
impression of you, Mr. Halsted,” she said 
with a smile, shaking his hand. “I mean 
first I took you for a sheik and then I 
thought you were an—automobile thief!” 

Dick tried to laugh, but he was trembling 
too much for success. He half expected the 
floor to open up and swallow her, or that 
she would vanish upward in a puff of golden 
smoke. 

“I say, where do you live?” he inquired 
breathlessly, as if afraid he could not get the 
words out fast enough. 

She gave him her address. Not until then 
did Dick breathe easily. A beatific smile 
broke over his features, and he sighed. 

“Now you can’t get away from me again,” 
he said. 


sir?” Higgins 


When you write to advertisers please mention Smart Set MAGAZINE 


|| 
Your 
Dry 
and Gdorloss 
\ 
“That has . 
STYLE” | 


She looked at him in utter amazement. 


“Why? Have you been trying to find 
me?” 

Dick seldom used slang, but now he cried 
with feeling, “And how!” 

“I suppose,” Rosemary said, “I’d have 
gone on thinking you stole that car, though 
it was hard to believe. But I read that piece 
in the paper about you this morning.” 

“Piece? Paper?” 

“Yes. Didn’t you see it?” From the 
familiar brown hand-bag, she produced a 
folded page of a tabloid newspaper, contain- 
ing one of the daily stories written by a 
Broadway columnist who found out, sooner 
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or later, everything that happened on Man- | 


hattan Island. Dick read it. No names were 
mentioned, but there could be no question- 
ing the identity of the hero, who was de- 
scribed as “a certain young millionaire motor 
car enthuiast who is to shy to be well 
known.” It was Dick’s story, precisely as 
he had told it to the police lieutenant. 

“Of course I knew I was the girl, and—” 
Rosemary’s voice trailed off in a low mur- 
mur, her eyes widened, and flew to and from 
Dick’s face. A wave of glorious red tinted 
her throat and cheeks. 

Then Dick did the second daring act of 
his girl-shy career. He caught Rosemary’s 
hand and pressed his lips to it. 

“Do you suppose I could—you could— 
could—do you sup—” 

Her tinkling little laugh interrupted him. 

“Why don’t you,” she murmured, “come 
around and take me for a ride in the Bohn- 
Race—and find out?” 


Wife or Secretary 


[Continued from page 43] 


What chance has the wife, then, against 
the secretary in her husband’s office ? 

An equal chance—at worst. A better chance, 
more often than not. For seldom does a 
man attempt to live his love-life with his 
secretary until after his love-life at home 
has failed him. A wife can make her home, 
her children, an interest as vital to her hus- 
band as his business. 


HE can take, too, a real and intelligent 

interest in the work he is doing every 
day to finance that home and those children. 
Not merely in the money that work brings, 
but in the doing of it, which means so 
much. With half a chance a man will pour 
out his ideas and his anxieties, his triumphs 
and his defeats—all she can “get” of them. 
It is her affair to invite those confidences so 
often that she will get more and more of 
them as time goes by, so that she will 
understand and appreciate all the more vivid 
and dramatic incidents even if the detailed 
routine remains a mystery. 

But how many wives are anything but 
bored by shop talk? How many dismiss 
every reference to business bruskly—even 
brutally? I know, for I have heard them. 
Sometimes I have heard myself. 

And then it is a wife’s part to see that 
the home which costs a man forty-five hun- 
dred a year, gives him at least as good 
service as the girl who costs him forty-five 
a week. Barring the necessities of the child- 
ren, a home can and should revolve about 
the man who makes that home possible. 
His comfort, his hobbies, his ideas, even his 
whims, should receive surely as much atten- 
tion as they do in the office he directs. 


ANY a wife may well ask herself if she 

contributes directly to her husband’s 
comfort, to his ease of mind, to his personal 
service, half as much as the little girl in his 
office. She may as well ask herself—for 
some day—sometime—a man is bound to 
ask himself. And sometimes the answer 
breaks up a home. 
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The Loyal Lover 


[Continued from page 81] 


Martin sent me over to America to investi- 
gate!” 

“The devil he is! 
his grandmother!” 

“She’s only two 
and looks a lot 
strainedly 

“Been having a bad time about it? Poor 
kid! It hasn’t been easy for you off here 
alone with strangers. Let me handle her 
if she gives trouble.” 

“She hasn’t given trouble exactly. 

far we haven’t even talked about any- 
thing. Run along, Ran, get washed and 
changed, and I'll be here when you come 
back.’ 

But Janet had rushed in on the news that 
the long-expected Sir Ranulf was really 
there. 

His back had nearly disappeared into the 
room Mildred indicated, but at Janet’s foot- 
step he turned about. He gave her a cool, 


A man must not marry 


older than he is, 
said Mildred con- 


years 


less,” 


Indeed, 


so 


|purposely long stare, and shut the door. 
Mildred laughed to herself. The training 
had begun. 

“Oh, isn’t he dazzling!” gasped Janet. 


“Why did you keep it from me?” 

“I never thought he was dazzling,” Mil- 
dred explained. “You get used to even the 
most fatal beauty when you see it from the 
age of eight. I think Ran was eight when 
I first knew him.” 


Janet wasted no more words on such an 


unappreciative person. She ran like a deer 
to tind Ito and order tea. 
“Every afternoon after this, Ito,” Mildred 


heard her explaining. ‘Thin bread and but- 


ter, and cakes and jam. And—” 
“I know, I know, Missy,” Ito tried to 
say, “I know English tea—” 


But Janet did not trust him. She contin- 
ued to pile orders on him as Mildred strolled 
out of earshot. 


ANET had her family staged and grouped 

about the tea table by the time Ranulf 
emerged. Ito, with as much of a look of 
protest on his face as was possible to its 
impassive Japaneseness, bore out a tray. 

“I say, are we going to have family pray- 
ers?” whispered Mac loudly at her elbow. 
“Or is this just a heavy supper, and I’ve 
lost track of time? My watch says four- 
thirty daylight saving.” 

Mildred looked at the tea table, and at 
Janet behind it with a look of earnest en- 
deavor on her face. Wally, too, had an ex- 
if some one had told him to sit 
up and act like a little gentleman. Mr. 
Holliday, who never drank tea under any 
pretext, lifted a humorous eyebrow at his 
son, then sat quite still and polite. 

Janet had—to be moderate—a little over- 
done things. Ito had, under her instructions, 
covered the table with various kinds of cake 
and sandwiches, made chocolate, set out a 


|huge box of bon-bons and—final charming 
|touch which may or may not have originated 


in a satirical Japanese mind—after roiling 
the thin bread and butter, tied it with narrow 
ribbon. Nothing was lacking to the kind 
of tea one gives as a formal afternoon affair 
except salad and ice cream. 

Ranulf looked about with a flicker of utter 


‘astonishment which he quickly covered with 


British calm. But Mac—who never missed 


|anything—got that look. 


“I like your baronet,” he whispered to 
his cousin. “No one will ever know from 
him that this isn’t what he’s used to in the 
dear old castle at home!” 

Ranulf heard him, as he may have in- 
|tended, and their eyes met. They lit, both 
young pairs, with intelligence. 

“Do have some rolled bread with pink 
ribbon, and some chocolate cake,” Mac of- 


fered outrageously, after catching that look. 

“Thanks, I'll have some of the other too, 
the kind with yellow icing, and a few 
sweets,” said Ranulf with solemn courtesy, 
and Mac as solemnly passed him everything 
he asked for. 

“Tea, Sir Ranulf?” Janet asked with her 
most gracious intonation. 

Ranulf accepted that, though he looked at 
the amber liquid, with its slice of lemon, 
with more horror than he knew he showed. 
He and Mac ranged everything on their 

«plates, and making decorous conversation as 
they did so, solemnly worked through every- 
thing. 

“Wonderful appetite the mountain air gives 
one, doesn’t it?” inquired Mac. “Do have 
another stuffed olive?” 

At this neither Hugh nor Mildred, heavy- 
hearted as they both secretly were, could 
keep from laughing. They caught each 
other’s eyes and everything was lost. In 
another moment every one, except the 
startled and offended Janet, was off, and 


Ranulf, all in a moment was one of the 
Holliday family. 

“No use, Janet,” said her father. “This 
boy’s a regular fellow. He doesn’t want 


pink ribbons on his lunch any more than 
the rest of us.” 

Janet cast a horrified look at this crude 
American father, saw that Ranulf was evi- 
dently only keeping a steady face again for 
a moment by an effort of good manners, and 
ran into the house, the door crashing angrily 
behind her. 

“Could I have some more tea?” Ranulf in- 
quired impassively. He slipped into a chair 
nearer Mrs. Holliday, began to talk to her 
about his mother, and things felt suddenly 
easy. 

“We might as well break it to you that 
afternoon tea isn’t a universal American cus- 
tom except when there are callers,” smiled 
Mrs. Holliday. ‘We'll see that you have it 
every afternoon at the proper time, though.” 

Wally looked as if he would contradict 
this terrible confession, but Ranulf only 
thanked her, and took another cup. Pres- 
ently he went fishing with the Hollidays and 
Hugh, and Janet crept out on the porch 
again. 

“Your friend is a nice boy, Mildred,” said 
Aunt Ethel placidly. 

“A nice boy,” burst out Janet. “Mother, 
he’s a poet, and he has a title!” 

“He’s a nice boy in spite of that, dear,” 
said her mother. 


“I’m simply crazy over him,” said Janet 


impressively. “Mildred, he’s wonderful. He 
has soul.” 
“T hope so,” said Mildred vaguely. She 


was wondering when she could take him off 
and talk to him. 


HE managed to get a while alone with 
him in the evening. He came back 
with a longer string of trout than the others, 
and talked sport to the men, in spite of 
Wally’s efforts to make him discuss “Ox- 
ford Fields” as he should. But he managed 
to slip away with Mildred presently. 
“So Bannard is marrying her and Mac 
wants to marry the daughter, and Mr. Holli- 
day and his wife disapprove of them entire- 


ly,” he said. “It sounds like a family with 
charm !” 
“It is. That’s why I can’t judge. I dis- 


trust Lola, and everything makes it easy for 
me to distrust her more, even her daughter’s 
unbridled loyalty. I’m afraid of being un- 
fair.” 

“Have you said anything to her about it?” 

“There hasa’t been much chance—no, that’s 
unfair. I suppose I could have gone to see 
her, but I’ve shirked it so far.” 


| 
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“Afraid you're for it, Mildred. Want me 
to go too?” 

“Will you?” 

He nodded. 

“Tomorrow, bright and early.” He grinned. 
“Or we might wait, and spare the cousins 
another afternoon tea fight. By the way, I 
don’t get your Lola’s dark concealment— 
first of who she was, next of who she was 
engaged to. Seems reasonless.” 

“She is. Or rather, she has schemes and 
moods and then forgets them. Or—oh, I 
don’t know. See what you think.” 

“And charmer number two?” 

“Oh, she isn’t a charmer, poor child! She’s 
a little girl with freckles and cropped sandy 
hair and no manners, who is as blunt as 
her mother is indirect and purry. You 
can’t help liking her, impoliteness and all!” 

“Mildred, my dear, in my present state 
of devotion to—the United States of Amer- 
ica—I can help liking any one you show me. 
Try me.’ 

His eyes—cool and quiet and direct, not 
like all these restless, bright American eyes 
that watched her and all the world so keenly 
—looked into hers. There was only a low 
light shining from the living room behind 
them in the corner of the great veranda 
where they sat together. She had been glad 
of Ranulf’s coming. And now—the thing 
she had known was a part of his coming— 
wasn’t she a good sport, wasn’t she an hon- 
orable girl, that she didn’t want to face it? 
And yet it was very much harder than it 
had been when she lived at the old manor. 
She had known something else in the mean- 
time. Her feeling for Ranulf was savorless 
beside it. 

“Tf he’d die,” she heard a voice in her 
mind say fiercely, “if Hugh died before he 
married her, it would be easier to stand. 
It would be better.” 

To feel that way! Oh, it was time Ranulf 
came and she made herself satisfied with 
him! 

“You know that, don’t you, Mildred?” 
Ranulf’s voice persisted in her ear. “You 
know why I came.” 

She turned and faced him, honestly. “Yes, 
I know. Only please give me more time. 
I know I haven’t any right to ask you. But 
everything is piling on me at once.” 

“I know. And you miss your Uncle Mar- 
tin. Take all the time you want. And I'll 
take some of your cares off your shoulders. 
I can handle that little cousin of yours, if 
she bothers you. You needn’t marry me un- 
less you want to. But I think you do want 
to, poor child, only too many things have 
happened to you at once.” 

It Ranulf showed that he secretly felt an- 
other month of this country called America 
would teach her the superior charm of him- 
self and England, Mildred was content. He 
was being very kind, instead of demanding 
an immediate promise, which he had the 
right to do, considering that she had told 
him to come over. 


HEY were interrupted by Janet, who 
had noiselessly stolen near them. 

“Mildred, when can I have a chance to 
talk to Sir Ranulf again? Molly Doran is 
coming up day after tomorrow, and it will 
be tooth and nail after that. She’ll be crazy 
about you, Ranulf—mind if I call you 
Ranulf? Not that that’s anything new to 
you, of course.” 

“No, I was christened when an infant,” 
drawled Ranulf relentlessly. 

“Silly!” Janet shrugged at him. “You 
know what I mean. That you simply mow 
girls down wherever you go, with those 
looks.” 

“You don’t know very much about men,” 
Ranulf told her coolly. “If you did, you’d 
know that no man can stand being told 
he is good looking till he really likes a girl. 
Not much then, unless he’s in love with her. 
I’m not in the least in love with you, my 
good child, and you can lay off. that line. 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMart Set MaGazine 


SMART SET—ADVERTISING SECTION 


WHY 9 OUT OF 10 
SMART WOMEN 


KOTEX IS SOFT... 


1 Nota deceptive softness, that 
soon packs into chafing hard- 
ness. But a delicate, fleecy 


2 SAFE, SECURE ... keeps 
your mind at ease. 


instinctively prefer this new 
Sanitary protection 


young minds. 
Often, it is the young women of a household 
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T is easy to see why the use of Kotex has become 
a habit among women who set the standard 
softness that lasts for hours. of good taste. For such women have young ideas, 


who introduce Kotex. Or a doctor, a nurse... 


3 KOTEX FILLER is far 
lighter than cotton, yet ab- 
sorbs 5 times as much. 


4 IN HOSPITALS — Kotex is 


the identical material used 


practically EXCLUSIVELY by more... 


recommending it to safeguard health. But, in any 
case, once it is used no substitutes will ever do. 

Today, Kotex is so inexpensive that home- 
made cheese-cloth and cotton pads actually cost 
one need not bother to make them. 


surgeons in 85% of the Why, think of it! Kotex filler is used by sur- 


country’s leading hospitals. 


geons in 85% of the country’s hospitals, not only 


5 DEODORIZES .. . safely, for sanitary pads but forall surgical dressings! Can 
thoroughly, by a patented you imagine a more eloquent tribute to Kotex? 


process. 


goods or department store; singly 


‘I started to use Kotex because of my children,’ 
Korex—45¢ for 12~at any drug, dry said a smart woman recently. 


““Now I wouldn't 


in vending cabinets, through West go back to the old way. This is so much more 
rege civilized—how did we ever get along without it?” 


Kotex Super-Size—65c for 12 


You will ask that same question, once you've 


K O = > x tried Kotex. Study its features, listed right here. 
Then buy a box and try it. 


The New Sanitary Pad which 
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There’s the Man Who’s 


Holding You Down 


Yes, sir! There’s the man. You 


SMART SET—ADVERTISING SECTION 
Try my wonderful muscle. I might like 
having that admired.” 

Mildred was aghast. She had never hap- 
pened to see this side of Ran. 

However, knowing the surprising things 
that Janet and Wally said to one another 
and no harm done, she was not prepared to 
see Janet, like a hurt child, stand still, star- 
ing at Ranulf, with her lips trembling, nor 
to see her eyes fill with tears in the same 
helpless way. 

“I—I didn’t mean to be high hat,” she 
said in a choked voice, and moved down to 
the other end of the porch. 

“That’s strange,” Mildred said in surprise. 
“Not that you ought 
to be rude to her, of 


son, as you can observe,” Janet explained. 

“How interesting!” said Ranulf. 

“And she’s so modern,” said Janet, glow- 
ingly. 

“I’ve seen ’em like her for some time. 
She’s as like Mary Montgomery as two peas,” 
said Ranulf as he and Mildred made their 
way to the dock. “You know, I like your 
little cousin. She’s so trusting and naive. 
You don’t get ‘em like that in England. 
We’re all born a thousand years older than 
you, over there.” 

“I never heard you philosophize before,” 
said Mildred, laughing. “Also the poor 
child’s heart would break if you told her 

that to her face. She 
is sophisticated, she 


course. But the boy 
she’s engaged to is, and 
she never seems to 


see him every time you look in 
the mirror. His name isn’t Brown 


mind at all.” 


tells me all day long.” 

“Well,” said Ranulf, 
grinning as he helped 
her into the canoe, “an 
British  lec- 


or Smith or Jones but Y-O-U. “It’s all in the tech- eminent e 
He’s your real boss. He’s the man nique,” said Ranulf in- turer has to have opin- 
who decides whether your salary dolently. “You know I ions, and fellows who 
will be $35 a week or $100 told you, Mildred, they have been over tell me 
or $150. were like that. Has that the ruder you are 
anything but that sort to Americans the more 
Ir you want to get ahead there’s just one sure way of thing done her any they like you.” 


to do it—train yourself to do the day’s work better | 


than any other man in the office. Ability is bound | good?” : 
to count. Your —we = be glad to pay you “No.” Mildred ad- iy “ E’°VE come to 
more money if you show him you deserve it iene ms ~~ - 

A home-study course with the International Corre- mitted. , call,’ Mildred 
spondence Schools will prepare YOU for the position “I'll have her eating M-G-M said, standing at the 


ike best. All it takes is an 


you want in the work you 


out of your hand long 


doorway of the Gordon 


hour a day of the spare time that now goes to waste. befess 1 ue.” b » Phe 7 
e I go,” he prom- A Yi A camp, which was smaller 
Write for Free Booklet ised. “First get ‘em re OU than the Holliday’s, but 
— Know their masters, more luxurious. Lola 
~ INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE soneets | then train ’em.” Awmerican? lay on a couch by one 
Box 6256-P, Scranton, Penna. | “Is that your idea - of the low casement 
w cost y of how I should be Were you born that way windows, but she sprang 
Tu me how I eam quality for the position, or in the | trained?” she asked cu- —or did Americanization up with a cry of pleas- 
i eohnVGAL: AND TwoUSTRIAL COURSES riously, Jeaning back come to you as it did to ure at seeing them. 
C Architect itomobile Work to see his face in the Katherine Albert? Read “Oh, I am so glad!” 
dom Engines shaft of light from the her searchingly honest self she said, taking both 
rote | Forem ing window. analysis in the November Mildred s hands. I ve 
(Structural Draftsman : ing and Ventilation Y ou? Y ou re Mil- SMART SET. and learn from wanted to be friends 
ietural Engineer et Met al Worker dred. Now, having used h le with you so much. Be- 
ntractor the whip, I use the er a lesson in patriotism cause of Aunt Milly, 
Refrigeration Engineer of sugar. go of the very truest kind. you know. And of 
Cet [) Highway Engineer give Janet a kind word. course I’m handicapped 
Chem = rod : 
OT C} Pharma See what happens. by not being able to 
() Mechanics! Engineer HY Coal Mining He was laughing, and so was she, but she descend on you where you live. They don’t 
[] Machine Shop Practice [() Iron and Steel Worker spoke earnestly a moment later nevertheless. like me, you recall. I’ve thought some- 
cotton “You mustn’t talk about my cousin that times of coming to sing under your window ! 
sine C) Woolen Manufacturing way. I won't allow it.” I was afraid you disliked me, since you 
Mapping “You’re a darling loyal old thing. I will haven't come before.” 
ne Operating (i Mathematics Radio talk no longer. Watch.” She was the pretty, light-hearted, winning 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES “You can come over and sit down here Lola of the times on shipboard. And she 
a. aA oy poe by me if you want to,” Ranulf said to Janet, was coming straight to the point of their 
nel Mar Lettering half-mockingly, half affectionately, as he relationship. “This is your friend, Sir Ranulf, 
1 Aceountir - P.AOEnish would have spoken to a child he was isn’t it? I saw you and your sisters, I 
a. nting eb = discipling. Mildred would have walked in- think, when Billy and I came down to stay 
tookke () Mail Carrier dignantly into the house at that tone of at the inn near Uncle Martin,” she ended, 
Work indulgence, used to her, after what he had turning to him. 
yy [) Mustrating | C Cartooning said before. But Janet actually edged slowly “Puzzled us all no end that you didn’t 
back to him in silence. She dropped on a drop in on the Putnams and tell us who 
me seseseceuscenssnesssvennens -- |chair near them, and looked at him. you were,” said Ranulf pleasantly, but going 
oo. e Mildred got up and left. She did not want straight to the point. 
to see any further details of Ranulf’s amaz- She gave what was apparently a perfectly 
City Sate ing technique. And she had known Ranulf honest answer. 
Occupation since he was eight! “When it got to the point I was afraid. 
“Tomorrow morning we will go to see Mrs. You don’t know what a scared cat I am. 


Montreal, Canada 


Redding, if that suits your plans, Mildred,” 
he called after her. 
“Perfectly,” she answered, and went in. 
Hugh, silent and sober-faced, met her— 
almost collided with her, indeed—in the door- 
Her hand brushed his as they passed 


And it was a house of mourning, it would 
have been difficult—I get sudden panics 
like that. Billy wanted me to, but I sim- 
ply went to pieces under the idea. And I 
wanted to on shipboard. But then I thought 
I'd like to make friends first and tell after- 


way. 
UNIFORMS to Doe- he silently. She had seen his face flush at the wards. I have queer impulses; I just do 
MONEY| | tors, Dentists, Nurses, +e touch. Whether hers did or not she did not things, and think why afterwards.” 
THE Hospitals, Restaurants, ] know. She knew that her heart pounded “T know how that is,” said Ranulf polite- 
a ...% Cooks, Barbers, Manicur- REMENDOUS harder. She went slowly on to her own ly. “One does.” 


DEMAND/ 


ists, Clerks, Housewives 


room. He was going to Lola, probably. 


“At any rate, now I know that you are 


and thousands more= related to Aunt Milly,” Mildred said. “TI 
Untouched Field. |Mail Coupon Below | OLLY DORAN arrived next morning, wish Uncle Martin had known you. He 
nein % just before Mildred and Ranulf started adored her memory.” 
a | down the lake to Lola’s. She was as blonde “So Mr. Whitney said. We met him 
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as Janet was dark. She was thin; her hair 
|was waved tightly back over her head, and 
buns at 


“She goes in for being like Gloria Swan- 


abroad. He liked me, I think. He’d known 
my people, and that makes a lot of difference 


ended in two tiny “growing-out” when you're wandering around in strange 
Address the back. She had blue eyes and a very pensions, trying to make one dollar do the 
he Oil ie fair skin, which she made dead white. work of two and wondering if it’s worth 


while. He was a dear old gentleman.” 


AGENTS COMPETITION for You 
SAMDLE 
OUTFIT 
|) 
| 
| 
{ 


aller 
, but 
Lola 

one 
nent 
rang 
leas- 


“went abroad directly after that and he 


“Except for his horror of the younger 
generation!” Mildred said, smiling. 

“He does feel it has horns and hoofs,” 
she said. “But I think he'd have had to 
have something to scold about no matter 
what it was. I’m afraid my having man- 
ners that he called pleasing made him value 
me more highly than he should.” Then 
she flushed up, as if she had said something 
that hurt her own feelings. “You like me 
better than you did, don’t you?” she ap- 
pealed swiftly, coloring again. “Hugh can 
tell you ’'m—nice.” 

Mildred had forgotten, for a moment, that 
Hugh belonged to Lola. The memory slipped 
back on her sickeningly. But she answered 
courteously. 

“I don’t need Hugh to tell me that.” 

“Isn’t he a darling?” said Lola softly. 
“Oh, you don’t know how wonderful he is. 
Other people may think he lacks this thing 
or that, but I know the real Hugh. And— 
whatever they may say—there’s nobody like 
him.” 

“I thought him a fine chap—what I’ve 
seen of him,” said Ranulf heartily. ‘“Noth- 
ing lacking that I could see, except that the 
poor chap got banged up in the Big Push. 
Sometimes I think the ones that didn’t get 
through weren’t so badly off after all. 
Though I'd like to have been in it.” 

“Lola,” said Billy, appearing obviously 
from the kitchen part of the camp in a bun- 
galow apron and little else, “do you mind if 
1 go off this afternoon till about seven? The 
cigarettes and coffee are both out, and the 
sugar will only last till tomorrow. I'll take 


the kicker, but it’s over three hours each | 
way, you know.” | 

“Of course not, child,” said Lola tenderly. 
“Come in, Billy. Here are friends.” | 

Mildred, remembering the last time she 
had met Billy—when she was about to be | 
tied to a tree, a la caveman, by her lover, | 
could not help smiling broadly. Billy her- 
self laughed as she entered. Billy too had 
charm Mildred saw, on this, nearly her first 
experience of Billy without her fists doubled 
up. 
“Pass, friend, and give the countersign!” | 
said Billy cheerfully, holding out a hard 
small hand to Mildred. “I’m awfully glad 
you’ve come over. It’s terribly stupid for 
Lola here alone.” 

“Not for you?” asked Ranulf. 

Billy shook her head. “Lots to do for 
me. I like to shoot and fish and I swing 
a mean rolling-pin, little as I look it with 
my fatal beauty. But Lola hates to kill 
anything, and she can’t walk much. ’Scuse 
now, it you’re lunching—do lunch. I'll 
make you some grand mulligan stew. That’s 
all savages eat in the wilds, you know.” 

But Mildred thought they wouldn’t lunch 
on this first occasion, so Billy retreated to 
her rolling-pin again. Mac was right—a 
little kindness, and you couldn’t ask any- 
thing better than Billy. 

Lola went back to the old topic. 

“I wish now I had taken my courage in 
both hands and gone to see you. But I 
wish still more that I had not been too 
late to see Uncle Martin—do you mind my 
calling him that?” 

Mildred did, but she couldn’t well say so. 
She only made a noncommittal gesture. 

“Mr. Whitney worried about me. He 
had some story-book idea that if Uncle Mar- 
tin knew I wasn’t well and all, he would 
be kind. He was always kind to every one, 
they say.” 

“He didn’t know there was such a person 
as you,” Mildred said, impelled to defend 
Uncle Martin. “He had never known Aunt 
Milly’s sister at all except when he met her 
at his own wedding. And you know they 


never came back again.” 

“I wish he’d known,” Lola said wistfully, 
again her head drooping. “We’d have loved 
each other.” 

There was not much to say to that. And! 
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talk: about those things —just read 


HERE are certain health ques- 

tions . . . intimate questions, 
which a woman does not like to dis- 
cuss with her closest friend . . . or 
even with her own daughter. 

Yet feminine hygiene plays so 
large a part in feminine health. It is 
the modern way to protect and pre- 
serve that health and charm that 
result from a fastidiously-cared- 
for body, and controlled habits of 
living. ..every woman should know 
exactly what feminine hygiene is. 

For that reason, the makers of 
“Lysol” Disinfectant asked an emi- 
nent woman physician to prepare a 
booklet called “The Scientific Side 
of Health and Youth.” In simple 
language it gives professional in- 
formation, explicit rules. It answers 


Disinfectant 
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this little book” 


the questions you would like to ask 
this woman physician in person. It 
is free. Simply send us the coupon 
below. The booklet will reach you 
in a plain envelope. 

But while waiting for the booklet, 
take no chances. “Lysol” Disin- 
fectant has been the standard for 
this critical purpose for 40 years. 
Buy a bottle today. Simply follow 
the directions that come with every 
bottle. Sole distributors: Lehn & 
Fink, Inc., Bloomfield, N. J. 


“Lehn & Fink Serenade” — WJZ and 14 other 
stations associated with the National Broadcast- 
ing Company—every Thursday at7 p.m., Eastern 
Standard time ; 6 p.m., Central Standard time. 


ere 


Leun & Fryx, Inc., Sole Distributors, Dept. 248, Bloomfield, N. J. 


Please send me, free, your booklet, 
“The Scientific Side of Health and Youth.” 
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let Baby Embarrag you 
WHEN TEETHING 
(AN BE SO PAINLESS 


Don’t let neighbors and friends 
pity you for having a cross, teething 
baby—and avoid you for the same 
reason. 

You can keep baby happy and smil- 
ing all thru teething time if at the 
first sign of tooth cutting you rub the 
gums with Dr. Hand's and apply it 
every day,as often as needed, until 
teething is over. Cooling and heal- 
ing, it stops pain within one minute. 


DR. HAND’S 


eething Lotion 


is approved by doctors and used by 
thousands of mothers. Iris the actual 
prescription of a famous baby special- 
ist, contains no narcotics, and is far 
superior to germ-carrying teething 
rings that may spoil baby’s mouth 
and cause crooked teeth. 

Seud for FREE TRIAL BOTTLE. 


Hand Medicine Co., 
105 No. 5th St., Dept. 216, Philadel phia, Pa. 
lam enclosing 2 cents for postage, with 
the mame of my druggist. Please send 
sample of Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion. 
Druggist’s Name_ 
Name 

Street 


% City 


State 
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jit was time to go back to the Hollidays, too. 
“Well?” asked Mildred after they had left 
“Well, she is very fascinating. I like the 
little drudge better, of course, though neither 
of them are my idea of the good little slip- 
per-fetching wife you think I want.” 
“Don’t rag. I depend on you, Ran. 
is ill, isn’t she?” 
“Bad nerves. 


She 


Born with them, I should 


say. Also, if you noticed that line between 
her brows, bad temper.” 

“But isn’t that nerves? Wouldn’t a life 
free from worries make her all right? I 
do so want to be fair—” 


“It would not. If she had no storms she 
would be bored and make them. Mil, don’t 
you remember I was orderly in a hospital 
for nerves the last year of the war? I 
was a kid, but I saw a lot. Mrs. Redding 
is honest—so far as she knows—yes. But 
there is just one thing she feels all the time, 
underneath, without knowing it—these neu- 
rotic people lie to themselves a lot more 
than they do to anybody else. She wants 
everything she wants, and principally her 
own way. She feels that the world owes 
her everything, and that all she has to do 
in return is to be pleasant when she likes. 
People she can so convince are nice people. 
Those she can’t are wrong-minded. I know 
the type. And it always has charm to a 
fare-you-well, because it’s so convinced it’s 
charming it can make you feel so.” 

“You are a thousand years older than I 
am,” Mildred said thoughtfully. “Well? 
What do you think I ought to do?” 

“I don’t think you owe her anything. 
She was to have help if she were worthy— 


is that it? Bless Uncle Martin’s romantic 
old heart! I’ve seen better and I’ve seen 
worse. She isn’t well-balanced. She’s ab- 


normal enough to be at the mercy of her 
moods and clever and attractive enough to 
do a lot of harm if you let her. If you 
happen to like the type the excitement she 
causes you might repay you for the amount 
of annoyance she’d cause you.” 

“But you don’t feel that queer grip she 
gets on some people?” 

“No. I suppose I might if—hang it, Mil- 
dred, you’re the one person in the world 
I owe telling it to, so I might as well— 
when I was in college a girl like that did 
get hold of me. It was pretty awful. When 
I got loose I was through with the charm 
of the abnormal.” 

“It might be nice to have,” said Mildred 
a little sadly. 

He turned to her, his face brightening. 

“Mildred, you darling—why Mildred, I 
love you. You know it. I love and respect 
you, and I can’t get you out of my head 
day or night. I don’t want to get you out 
of my head. You've more charm than Lola 
ever dreamed of, with decency and sporting- 
|ness to boot.” 

Mildred had scarcely been thinking of 
Ranulf’s love; but he had taken her sigh for 
jealousy of that unknown girl of his college 
days, and been made happy by it. 

“Give her anything you want to, dear,” he 


| went on, “only stop taking such a small 
thing so hard, and come back with me 
where you belong. ‘My own sweetheart, 


come home again!’ You know you belong 
to me—to Wycombe.” 

“You promised you’d let me think it 
over!” 

“IT meant it. 
stop you.” 

“IT like you better when you're that kind 
of Ranulf.” 

“T doubtless would be a good deal of the 
time. But you'd have to stand a little love- 
making !” 


Indeed, you idiot, I couldn’t 


ILDRED had to think it out—she must 
think it out. But the Holliday camp 
offered few facilities. Molly and Janet kept 
up a quick fire of chatter at the luncheon 
table. If Mildred had shut her eyes she 
could not have told which was which—voice, 


manner, phrasing, words, slang, were all 
identical. 
Wally, wavering between admiration for 


Ranulf and resentment that Janet had trans- 
ferred hers, talked more than usual, in a 
rather higher voice, insisting on discussing 
English poetry with Ran and ignoring the 
claims of the rest of the table. 

Hugh and Mildred studiously tried not to 
look at each other. But when their eyes did 
meet Mildred said to herself, “It’s rather 
awful. We're getting so we can think at 
one another!” 

She must 
where! 

After lunch she announced that she was 
going off up the mountain. It seemed to 
her that there was solitude and silence no- 
where nearer. 

“Are you sure you know the way up and 
back?” Hugh asked her. He spoke to her 
so rarely that the anxiety in his voice made 
Mrs. Holliday turn to look at him. 

“Tt’s a plain trail, isn’t it?” 

“Unless it gets dark before you come 
down. Mildred, do you mind taking this?” 

“This” was a raincoat, rolled small. She 
slung it over her shoulder, and went on. 
It was less trouble to take it and be gone. 


get away—somewhere—any- 


HE tried to think of the things around 

her as she climbed. It was more tan- 
gled, of course, the farther up she went. 
There was a little wind, rustling the tops 
of the trees; otherwise there was more si- 
lence than seemed possible so near all those 
people who had talked and laughed and ar- 
gued down at the luncheon table out on the 
veranda. She strode on, easily, the trouble 
of decision slipping away from her. She 
would be old, some day, and quiet, and all 
this would be far away, scarcely recalled. 
None of it mattered so very much, after all, 
did it? 

While there was wind and fern and pine, 
and places like this where you could go, 
and walk alone and feel and hear and smell 
the outdoors, after all, men and marrying 
and plans for doing or not doing seemed 
small and far off and silly. 

She was happy walking. She decided to 
go on climbing, instead of sitting and de- 
ciding on rocks. She laughed and waved 
the rock a little good-by, and began to sing 
to herself, as she had a way of doing when 
she was alone. 

Presently the path was steeper and the 
air thinner. But she made it a sort of game 
with herself to remember ballad after bal- 
lad, and go on singing them as she climbed. 

At length it was too much even for her 
young strength, and, laughing at her own 
childishness, she stopped to catch her breath 
and look down the trail again. There was 
a mist rising at the foot, making every- 
thing more lovely. She took a long breath 
and started again. 

When she was once more tired with the 
singing and climbing together, she turned 
for another look. It was probably time to 
go back, little as she wanted to. She 
glanced at her wrist—and found that of all 
things to leave behind, she had left her 
wrist watch! . . . Yes, she remembered now. 
She had taken it off the last time she washed 
her hands. Oh, how silly! 


HE started down, to be on the safe side. 

The trail was less well-marked now, and 
once or twice she thought it did not look 
the same trail. She went on, for down was 
down, she told herself, knowing very little 
about mountains—and finally found that 
what had looked like a trail had evidently 
been a deer track, because it finally ended in- 
consequently in thick undergrowth and could 
be seen nowhere beyond. 

The horror and panic that comes with a 
knowledge of being lost fell on her, and 
held her helpless for a moment. Lost—and 
cold—and dark—and shut in by this dread- 
ful mist—and it might be morning, perhaps, 


a 


before they found her. She crouched on the 
ground, fighting the terror. 
got hold of herself, and tried to reason. 

Hugh knew she had expected to be back 
long before this. They would surely miss 
her at dinner time. Mac and his father knew 
the mountain well. The guide they hired for 
hunting trips must know it better yet, and 
there was a telephone to the nearest fire- 
lookout, where guides were apt to congre- 
gate when they had nothing better to do. 

She looked about her while there was a 
little light left, and found a place which 
looked sheltered; rocks that formed a hol- 
low, thick trees above. The rain which was 
beginning to condense from the mist couldn’t 
get her very badly there. It was cool, but 
it would not be unbearably cold. She put 
Hugh’s raincoat on over her sweater and 
made herself a little pile of ferns and dry 
leaves to curl on, and establish herself, hali- 
sitting, half-lying, to wait for rescue. She 
had been told that it was fatal to go on 
when you were lost; that you only became 
panic-struck and more lost than ever. 

Something thick set and dark trotted across 
the trail, and disappeared in the underbrush. 
After a moment of terror she laughed. “Why, 
it was a baby bear! And it was afraid of 
me more than I was of it!” What a pity 
Ran couldn’t have seen it. She did not 
know, of course, that it was sheer luck she 
had not met its mother. 

The hours became intolerably long, and 
she became much more hungry, she knew, 
than she would have been if she had been 
at home, safe in the knowledge of an abun- 
dant meal close at hand. She finally ate 
ene of the chocolate bars she had brought 
with her. Next time she got lost she would 
take a half dozen. She was colder than 
she had thought possible, and though the 
acute fright did not return, she was unhap- 
pier and unhappier. A nightful more of 


hours like this! She had finally fell into | 


a dose only to waken with a start at some 
noise heard through slumber. 


T WAS a shot she had heard, and then 


a man’s hurried footstep, crashing through 
underbrush, a different way from the one 
she had come. She called. 

“Mildred! Thank God!” 
said. “Where are you?” 

She stood up, and he turned his flashlight 
in the direction of her voice, crashed toward 
her, pulled her to him and held her for a 
moment so tightly she could scarcely breathe ; 
then released her, only to grasp her again 
and kiss her furiously. “Mildred—Mildred— 
Thank God!” he said again. 

She let herself stay in his arms for one | 
heavenly moment, then moved from him. 

“Hugh, you mustn't!” she said. 

“Mustn’t have ten minutes of happiness, 
with a whole lifetime of hell ahead of me? | 
When I’ve loved you more than I ever did 
anything in the world from the moment I 
saw you! Mildred, darling! Are you all 


Hugh’s voice 


right—unhurt—safe?” he broke off to ask. | 


Presently she 


He held her very fast with one arm and | 


played the flash on her, looking at her with 
anxious eyes. Her face must have betrayed 
more than she wanted it to, for he dropped 
the light with a little sound of triumph, and 
caught her close again. 

“I wouldn’t—if you could say you didn’t 
care,” he whispered. “You and I—don’t have 
to say things in words. We've belonged to 
each other ever since that day on the 
train.” 


She drew away from him a little, with an | 


effort that seemed to her greater than any 
she had ever made and dropped again on 


her pile of leaves. He knelt by her, hold- | 


ing one hand firmly, and looking at her by 
the dim side light from the electric torch. 
For the moment, they were alone in the 
world, together in a dark, enchanted place. 
He took her in his arms again, but she moved 
from him. 

“You've talked so much of honor—you are 
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ENERGINE —the Favorite Cleaner 
of World’s Greatest Studios 


ending cleaning job to be done in 
the wardrobes of the world’s 
great studios. Jeweled court gowns 
for queens! Pinafores for a country 
lass! And everything imaginable in 
between. No ordinary cleaning fluid 
is acceptable to the experts responsible 
for these million dollar wardrobes. 
Energine alone is the favorite—be- 
cause it cleans quicker, better, leaves 
no odor. 
Energine is absolutely harmless to 
the most delicate skin or daintiest 
fabric be- 
cause it con- 
tains no 
harmful sul- 
phur, paraf- 
fin, caustic, 
acid or alkali. 
Chemists 
agree that 
Energine is 
most 
* perfect sol- 
vent of 
grease. It 
is grease 
that at- 
tracts and 
holds dirt. 
Energine 
removes dirt 


D« in, day out, there’s a never- 


and grease spots 
from every kind of fabric—from 
dresses, hats, scarfs, suits, coats, neck- 
ties, gloves, shoes, curtains, carpets, 
drapes, upholstery. 
Preferred by Millions 
OR a quarter-century Energine has 
been the preferred cleaning fluid 
of millions— people who will take 
no chances with unknown substitutes. 
They know that nothing can take the 
place of Energine. 
A small amount of Energine will do 
a big cleaning job. Large, handy can 
35c. Double size 60c. Slightly higher 
in foreign countries. Sold by druggists 
throughout the world. 


Important 


When a garment is generally soiled, 
send it to the “Energine Dry Clean- 
er” in your community. Look him 
up in the telephone book. There’s 
nothing in Energine to take the life 
out of your clothes—they are re- 
turned to you completely cleaned 
and odorless. 


A useful booklet telling how to remove spots and 
stains at home, gladly sent on receipt of 2c in stamps 
to cover mailing cost. 


THE CUMMER PRODUCTS co. 
2150 West 15th Street Ohio 


World’s Largest Selling Dry Cleaning Fluid 


LEAVES NO ODOR 


ENERGINE 


THE PERFECT CLEANING FLUID 
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HAIR @: 
(Beautiful Hair! 


NOT HAVE BOTH? 


WHY 

Simply “‘washing”’ your hair may keep it 
clean, after a fashion—but it won't bring you 
the true beauty you are seeking! Any beauty 
specialist will tell you that the secret of hair 
loveliness lies in proper shampooing—in the 
regular use of a shampoo that really beauti- 
fies; one created especially to improve dull 
hair and add that little something extra so 
often lacking. 

That's why Golden Glint Shampoo is so 
popular! No other shampoo, anywhere, like 
it. Does more than merely cleanse. It gives 
your hair a “‘tiny-tint’’—« wee little bit—not much— 
hardly perceptible. But what a difference it makes in 
one’s appearance; that exquisite softness of tone that 
everyone admires! Millions use regularly! There's a 
youth imparting touch—a beauty specialist's secret in 
its formula. At your dealers’, 25c, or send for free 
sample. 


J W.KOBICO,— 
629 Raimer Ave., Dept. K, Seattle, Wash. 
Please send a free sample. 


Name 

Address 

City State 
Color of my hair: 


An automatic, simple 
can opening machine for 
AGENTS This revolutionary invention 
. a few short months has ban 
— and " rey hed old can openers from over 100,000 
an how Ww 7) kitchens And no wonder Imagine an 
pare ti Nig umazing. lifetime device that holds the 
while - an and its it the top leaving can 
rim slick. smooth and clean Just turn 
Ex ve] &_crank, that’s all Approved by Good 
Territories i Housekeeping Inst Modern Priscilla, 
} k for FREE t Write today for special introduc- 
OUTFIT andl ry advertising offer 
FREE TEST CENTRAL STATES MFG. CO. 
Offers Dept. M- 
4500 Mary Ave. St. Louis, Mo. 


\n th 


BUSY FALL 


When hours of good health count most, to 
say nothing of general-enjoyment-of-life, 
turn then to MU-COL. Use this hygienic 
powder night and morning as a mouth 
wash, nasal douche, and gargle. Tones all 
the tissues. Easy to prepare and easy to use. 
A medicine chest in a small jar. 


MU-COL has many hygienic uses. 

At your druggists—35c, 60c, $1.20, $1.50 sizes. 
THE MU-COL Co., 167 E. Tupper St., Buffalo, N. Y 

Send me your free sample for testing purposes. SS-10-9 
Name 
Street ee 


Town 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMART Set MAGAZINE 


|both are happily married. 


SMART SET—ADVERTISING SECTION 


not acting honorably at all now,” she said. 

“I know it,” he answered humbly. “May 
I tell you about it?” 

“You should have. long ago!” 

“Lola imperiled her health, because of 
me. She lifted me, with a terrific effort, out 
of the way of a car and her spine’s never 
been right since—her health and nerves never 
will be. I’d been seeing a little of her be- 
fore that. When I thanked her, afterward, 
she told me she—cared enough for me to 
be glad she’d done it. There wasn’t any 
other answer. Well or ill, I can make enough 
by my profession to keep her from financial 
trouble. Twice she’s been angry at me and 
broken the engagement tentatively, but al- 
ways the next time she’s seen me she would 
consider it on again. I was free, if you call 
it that, on the train, when we met. I thought 
I was free when I began to ask you to 
marry me on the lake. But so long as she 
holds me to marrying her, I have to be 
held.” 

There was a long silence. Mildred broke 
it. Her voice, clear and slow, spoke steadily. 

“I do love you. You do love me. That 
isn’t news to either of us. Because I am 
strong and well, because I am self- controlled 
and decent, you sacrifice me to her. 

“I sacrifice myseli—how much more! Or 
rather, I broke something of hers; her 
health. I have to give her an equivalent, 
such as it is. Noblesse oblige. Do you think 
I can sleep at night, knowing I'm letting you 
stay in Wycombe’s possession when one 
small act of dishonor—so easily compassed— 
could take you?” 

“So easily?” said Mildred bitterly. “It 
may merely be you are afraid of a scene. 
I've seen Lola having scenes. They usually 
get her anything she wants.” 

“Nothing you can say can make it bet- 
ter—or worse,” he said somberly. 

“That was why she came up,” Mildred 
mused. “Not to be near Mac for Billy, nor 
me for the money, entirely, but to keep a 
hand on you. She followed you up here 
to make up with you.” 

“Yes.” 

They sat silently for a little while then sud- 


denly Mildred gave a little cry of triumph. 

“Stand up, Hugh,” she said. 

He obeyed her mechanically. 

“What is it, Mildred?” 

“Draw a long breath!” 

He obeyed again, casting a surprised look 
at her. 

She laughed exultantly. She had forgot- 
ten Lola and all the tangle for the moment, 
in pure happiness for him 

“Hugh, you were right—it was shell-shock 
not real illness! You've broken your alti- 
tude inhibition; you've climbed up here after 
me, higher than you could do without dying 
if it were real, and you're all right! You're 
cured—you're well!” 

“Well!” he repeated in a hushed voice, 
staring down at her. “I’m well. All right 
now for good. Mildred, Mildred, darling—” 

“Take your life to Lola now,” she said 
bitterly. “You’re well. You'll live for ages. 
Strong and well, with her.” 

She pushed him away and snatched his 
gun, firing the signal shot to the others. 

“Do you suppose I want my life?” he said 
in a low voice. 

They heard a shout off at one side of the 
mountain—Ranulf’s voice. Further off some 
one else called. Hugh fired again, three 
shots. 

“That’s the signal you are found,” he 
said quietly. “They'll be here soon. For- 
give me if you can. Please do, Mildred.” 


HE little quaint phrase unlocked some- 

thing in Mildred’s feelings. Of her own 
accord she stood up and put her arms 
around him and kissed him. 

“TI forgive you,” she said. 

Ranulf, swinging up to them, found them 
standing, waiting quietly. 

Ranulf, too, was habitually quiet in mo- 
ments of stress. “I can’t tell you how I 
thank you, Bannard,” he said tensely, shak- 
ing hands with Hugh. Hugh did not an- 
swer. Ranulf took Mildred’s hand and lift- 
ing his light, began to guide her down the 
mountain. She left her hand in his obe- 
diently. She supposed she belonged to 
Ranulf now. 


(To Be Concivupep) 


Which Girl 


Are You? 


[Continued from page 75] 


do you suppose is successful. The answer is 
interesting. They both are. Each of these 
two men has a high reputation in a different 
field. Each has made money so that he lives 
in what most people would consider luxury. 
As for their lives outside the business world, 
And there you 
are! 


wast applies to big executives applies 


| 


equally well to the smallest job. I used 
to have a maid who had many beaux and 
| who, each night after her dishes were washed, 
|went out with her friends. She was an ex- 
cellent maid: competent, able, neat, a good 
cook and good humored. Last year I had 


|'a maid who never went out at all, except 


|religious books or sewing. 


to church, and spent her spare time reading 
And every ad- 
jective that I applied to the other maid 
applied equally well to her. She was com- 
petent; she was a splendid cook, and she 
was good humored and so on and so on. 
All this is true of stenographers I’ve had, 
and of girls in my office. In a group of 


| advertising copy writers who worked for 


me there were studious ones and frivolous 
ones; there were gay ones, and there were 
sad ones. But none of that had any in- 
fluence on their work. At least it didn’t 
make their work either good or bad. 

It always fills me with wonder when I 
find an employer objecting to the personal 


lives of his people—to the way they dress, 
or how they amuse themselves, or how they 
spend their spare time. 

You can be sure that when any employer 
interferes with the private lives of his em- 
ployees, it is usually because he envies a 
certain freedom of theirs which he cannot 
have. But the reason he would give for 
this interference would be his concern about 
your business future. Nobody that danced 
as much as you do could ever do good work 
the next day, or that too much rouge on 
your cheeks interfered with your typewrit- 
ing. I’ve never been quite able to under- 
stand this. I’ve never seen anybody’s rouge 
come off on the typewriting paper yet. I 
myself think that too exaggerated make-up 
makes a woman look older, but if a woman 
wishes to look older, that’s her business. 


HE idea is so ingrained in our American 

minds that seriousness must accompany 
effort, that we are ashamed to laugh without 
some sort of good business excuse. The 
ebullient gaiety of the French has never 
kept them from being shrewd business 
people, or from doing an enormous amount 
of work. The amount of work the average 
Frenchman does in the course of a day, 
accompanied by his jokes and his laughter 
and his high spirits, would make most Amer- 
ican business people blush, serious though 
they may be. 


<> 
n 
| 


All Aboard! 


[Continued from page 77] 


dressing room and makes her first prepara- 
tions for the night. She is careful not to 
monopolize the entire dressing room and 
what contempt we have for the person who 
does not leave this room as immaculate as 
she finds it! Since the corridor of a train 
is a public place, a woman hesitates to ap- 
pear in it not fully clothed, so she returns 
to her berth to undress. In the morning she 
dresses completely in her berth and goes to 
the dressing room to finish her toilet. Women, 
especially older women, who find the dressing 
in these narrow quarters too difficult, carry 
with them a dark, inconspicuous dressing 
gown, a Pullman robe, to be worn back and 
forth in the aisle. No lady, old or young, 
ever flutters down the corridor in a light, 
transparent negligée. This is the height of 
vulgarity. 


F A woman conducts herself with dignity | 


she can travel safely the world over alone, 
with neither embarrassment nor danger. And 
by dignity we mean a becoming reserve and 
restraint of manner which is an armor of 
protection against any unwelcome advances. 
All inquiries about train schedules and con- 
nections should be addressed to the con- 
ductor or porter. To ask a fellow passenger 
is exceedingly gauche. Moreover he may 
interpret your question as an invitation to 
advances you neither intended nor care to 
accept. 

If you need assistance, ask the porter. 
Don’t depend on the man across the aisle, 
however attractive he may appear or how- 
ever eager to do it. If he picks up a maga- 
zine you dropped in the aisle, or steps aside 
to let you pass, thank him courteously and 
let it go. If he is a gentleman he will not 
regard this as an opening wedge to conver- 
sation. 

If the truth were known “the man across 
the aisle” is probably not the Prince Charm- 
ing you hope to meet, but a traveling sales- 
man with a tired wife and several children 
at home. 

While it is an accepted convention that a 
woman does not talk to strange men on a 
journey of a few hours, on longer journeys 
of several days she may exchange pleasantries 
with the man who shares her section, sits 
beside her in the observation car or across 
her table in the diner. But the well-bred 
woman insists upon keeping this contact casual 
and impersonal. 


HE traveler’s clothes, like her conduct, 

should be inconspicuous and in good 
taste. Anything dark and tailored, suitable 
for street wear does for traveling. Let it be 
simple but chic. Avoid fancy jewelry, dressy 
frocks with short sleeves or “sun backs.” 
Notice how the smart woman traveler car- 
ries the rule of simplicity even to accessories 
such as purse, gloves, shoes. In choosing the 
traveling costume she takes into considera- 
tion how it will stand the wear and tear 
of the journey, for when she leaves the train 
she wants to look as spick and span as when 
she boarded it. 

The good traveler travels light, for bag- 
gage at best is a burden and most of us in- 
variably take too much. Luggage, like 
clothing, is now elegant in its simplicity. No 
longer do we plaster it with hotel, steamship 
and railroad labels that shriek of wide travel 
and expensive resorts. This is merely one 
subtle way of attracting attention to your- 
self, a thing which the well-bred woman con- 
sistently avoids, even in a detail so small as 
the marking of her luggage. 

To be conspicuous while traveling is the 
gentlewoman’s horror and she will go out 
of her way to avoid attracting any attention 
to herself. 
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START TONIGHT AND 
REDUCE WEIGHT 


Start Reducing tonight at home and 
feel better tomorrow morning than 
you have for months. 

(Every statement certified from 
actual experience. ) 


Send the coupon for your first three Fayro Baths 


Thousands of smart women have found 
this easy way to take off excess weight once 
or twice a week. These women take re- 
freshing Fayro baths in the privacy of their 
own homes. 

Fayro contains many of the same natural 
mineral salts that make effective the waters 
of twenty-two hot springs of America, 
England and Continental Europe. For 
years the spas and hot springs bathing re- 
sorts have been the retreat of fair women 
and well groomed men. 

Excess weight has been removed, skins 
have been made more lovely, bodies more 
shapely and minds brighter. 

The Hot Springs are now Brought to You 

A study of the analyses of the active in- 
gredients of the waters from twenty-two 
of the most famous springs have taught us 
the secret of their effectiveness. You can 
now enjoy these benefits in your own bath. 
Merely put Fayro into your hot bath. It 
dissolves rapidly. You will notice and en- 
joy the pungent fragrance of its balsam oils 
and clean salts. 


Then, Fayro, by opening your pores and stimulating perspiration, forces 
lazy body cells to sweat out surplus fat and bodily poisons. Add Fayro to 
your bath at night and immediately excess weight will have been removed in 
an easy, refreshing and absolutely harmless manner. 

Fayro will refresh you and help your body throw off worn out fat and 
bodily poisons. Your skin will be.clearer and smoother. You will sleep 
better after your Fayro bath and awaken feeling as though you had enjoyed a 


week’s vacation. 
Results Are Immediate 
Weigh yourself before and after your Fayro bath. You will find you have 
lost weight. And a few nights later when you again add Fayro to your bath, 
you will once more reduce your weight. As soon as you are the correct weight 
for your height do not try to reduce further. No need to deny yourself 
wholesome meals. No need for violent exercise. No need for drugs or medi- 
cines. Merely a refreshing Fayro bath in the privacy of your own home. 
Try Fayro at our Risk 
The regular price of Fayro is $1.00 a package. With the coupon you get 3 
full sized packages and an interesting booklet “Health and Open Pores” for 
$2.50 plus the necessary postage. Send no money. Pay the post man. Your 
money refunded instantly if you want it. The booklet also contains dietetic 
lists and information compiled by eminent specialists. 


Fayro, Inc. 0-10-29 
821 Locust St., Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Send me 3 full sized boxes of Fayro in plain package. 
I will pay the postman $2.50 plus the necessary postage. It 
is understood that if I do not get satisfactory results with the 
first package I use, I am to return the other two and you wiill 
refund all of my money at once. 


More than a million Fayro 
" ide the United d International 
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PROFITS 


COSTS 


BUDGET CONTROL 


| POLICIES 


PLANS FOR 
|MANACEMENT | 


Become an ‘Expert | 
in Accounting 


The Profession That Pays 


The demand for skilled bookkeepers and accountants 
—men and women who really know their business—is un- 


ceasing. Business— both big and small—is in constant 
need of expert recording and interpretation of matters 
relating to Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business 
Law, Organization, Management, Finance. Men and 
women who prove their qualifications in this impor- 
tant branch of business are rapidly promoted to re- 
sponsible executive positions—given an opportunity 
to earn real salaries. The range is from $2,000 to 
$10,000 a year—even to higher income-figures. 


Send for Free Book— 


“Accountancy, the Profession that Pays” 

Why let others walk away with the better jobs 
when right in your own home and in your spare time 
you can equip yourself for a splendid future in this 
profitable profession? 

Preliminary knowledge of bookkeeping is unneces- 
sary. Our free book on accountancy fully explains 
how we train you from the ground up, according to 
your individual needs. Low cost; easy terms. 

‘he facts about LaSalle training in Accountancy 
and the opportunities in this highly profitable field 
are clearly outlined in a 64-page book which LaSalle 
will send you free. The man or woman in earnest to get 
ahead will find this coupon a most profitable aid to 
progress. If you have the urge and the will to ine rease 
your income, clip and mail the coupon NO 
LaSalle Extension University 
The World's Largest Business Training Institution 
Dept. 1050-H R Chicago 
I would welcome details of your 
salary increasing plan, together 
with copy of “Accountancy, the 
Profession that Pays,” all with- 
out obligation. 

Higher Accountancy 
Other LaSalle Opportunities: 
LaSalle opens the way to success 
in every important field of busi- 
ness. If more interested in one of the 
fields indicated below, check and mail now. 
Business Management () Modern Business Corre- 
Modern Salesmanship spondence 
Traffic Management Stenography- Stenotypy 
Railway Station Mam't Expert Bookkeeping 
Banking and Finance Cc. P. A. Coaching 
Commercial Law Business English 
Industrial Management Commercial Spanish 
Modern Foremanship Effective Speaking 
Personnel Management Telegraphy 
Law— Degree of LL.B. Railway Accounting 
Credit and Collection Correspondence 


N ime 
Present Position 


Address 


Pessimistic? onstipatic 


n. indigestion, 


cold sweat 1 and sex weakness are cau 

EXHAUSTION. = gs, tonics and medicines cannot help 
weak, sick nerves! Learn how to regain Vigor, Calmness and 
Self Confidence. 25 cents for this amazing book. 


RICHARD BLACKSTONE, N-3810 Flatiron Bidg., N.Y. 


MONEY FOR YOU 


Men or women can earn $15 to $25 weekly 
in pus time at home making display cards. 
Lig pleasant work. Nocanvassing. We 
instruct = and supply you with work. 
Write to- for full particulars. 

The MENHENITT COMPANY Limited 
201 Dominion Bldg., Toronto, Can. 
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ERVES? 


Are YouAlways Excited? Fatigued? Worried? 
ed by NERVE 


Times 


oming 


| And a Successful Party Must 


Have Good Refreshments 


By Mabel Claire 


Decorations by ANN BROCKMAN 


HERE is a tang Mabel Claire will plan the it has been such a lot 
of autumn in the menus that will make your of trouble for her to 
air. A touch of parties popular. Do you want have them. She is ob- 
frost has turned the trees f Py viously tired. And, of 
vivid crimson, deep yel- : course, guests reflect the 
low, and rich russet. cakes and what-have-you in mood of their hostess. 
Summer is gone. Our town? If so, write to her, in Don’t be like that! 
minds return to the care of SMART SET Magazine. Then there is Pat. 
pleasant evenings when She has obviously given 
we will entertain in our her parties thought, for 
own apartments again when, after the her refreshments are ever different and or- 
business day is over, we whisk into- our iginal. But she has chosen something simple 
gaiest frock, plump up the cushions, light to prepare—and best of all she keeps the 
the candles, arrange the flowers, and put mechanics of the preparation so in the back- 
on all the little touches that make our ground that no one realizes there have been 
home a pleasant place for our friends to any. Fresh, gay, sparkling, she welcomes 
gather you and you have the feeling that there is 
Vacations are over. We are together once nothing Pat would rather do than give that 
more! Nothing is so exciting as that fall particular party. Every one present reflects 
reunion when we pick up interrupted friend- her mood. The room rings with a gay 
ships and exchange summer experiences. babble of talk. There is a party atmos- 
So that whether we talk, or play bridge, phere about these gatherings. They are 
talked of and remembered long after they 


or whatever form of entertainment we offer, 
will be 


the thought of refreshments that 
simple to prepare as well as delicious to 
taste, are uppermost in our minds. 

So many of you have written me asking 


for suggestions for simple evening refresh- 
ments that I want to devote this column to 
that subject this month. 

Simplicity in entertaining is the vogue. 
And because of that fact we can have the 


are over. That’s what a party should be 
like! 

And now here are the menus and recipes 
that I know won't take much of your time 


to prepare. 
MENU NO. I 
Fruit Salad 
Lemon Cream Dressing 


joy of more frequent parties. Saltines Cream Cheese Bar le Duc or 
I have in mind two busi- Currant Jam 

ness girls who have frequently Optional: Caramel Nut Cake 

been my _ hostesses. One is nee” Salted Nuts Coffee Candies 

Marjorie. Her parties are the 

po re the feel ill at ERVICE Fruit Salad 

ease because it is so evident \ ECTION Arrange lettuce on individual plates. 
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On each one place an equal quanity of the 
following fruits. Diced pineapple, marsh- 
mallows cut into pieces, stoned dates, pitted 
cherries and seeded green grapes. Dress the 
top with lemon cream dressing. Decorate 
with a cherry. 


Lemon Cream Dressing 


Beat the yolks of 3 eggs in the top of the 
double boiler. Add the juice of 2 lemons. 
Beat well and add 34 cup of sugar. When 
well blended, beat the whites of 3 eggs stiff 
and fold into the mixture. Cook in a double 
boiler over hot water, stirring often until 
thick. Chill and when serving combine with 
\% pint of cream whipped stiff. 

The preparation of the fruit salad may 
be all done before it is needed and combined 
when wanted. 


MENU NO. II 
Tuna Fish Salad 
Mixed Pickles Hot Buttered Rolls 
Vanilla Ice Cream 
Hot Butterscotch Sauce 
Salted Pecans Assorted Sweet Wafers 
Candied Ginger 
Coffee 


Tuna Fish Salad 

Open 1 large can of 
tuna fish. Measure it 
after breaking the 
meat into pieces with 
a fork. Add one half 
as much finely chop- 
ped celery and 4 cup 
of sweet pickle chop- 
ped. Add the juice 
of one half lemon. 
Mix well and chill 
When serving arrange 
lettuce on individual 
salad plates. Heap 
portions of the salad 
in the center. Dress 
with cucumber cream 


Olives 
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utes in the butter. Add 2 dozen medium- 
sized oysters and 6 tablespoons of cream. 
When the tips of the oysters curl and the 
whole is thoroughly hot, serve on the 
rounds of toast with a stuffed olive decor- 
ating the center of each. The main part of 
this menu may all be served on a large in- 
dividual plate for each guest. This elim- 
inates the passing of many dishes, and best 
of all, cuts down the number of dishes to 
be reckoned with after the party is over. 

SERVING: Place a sprig of parsley on 
each plate. Next put the oyster canapé, 
then the celery, next the cranberry jelly 
= the sweet pickles and the hot buttered 
ro 

Scalloped oysters may be substituted for 
the oyster canapé and served in the same 
manner with individual helpings. 


Scalloped Oysters 


Lay 2 dozen medium sized oysters in a 
shallow “pan. Heat in a frying pan 2 table- 
spoons butter with | measuring cup of bread 
crumbs. Place this around and over the oy- 
sters. Moistep with % cup of cream and 
cup of oyster juice. 
Sprinkle with ™% tea- 
spoon salt and dust 
with pepper. Bake 20 
minutes in a hot oven. 
The crumbs should be 
crisp and brown. The 
oysters may be pre- 
pared before the guests 
arrive. They may be 
baked ahead of time 
and reheated or baked 
for 20 minutes when 
they are wanted. 


Cream Sponge 
Pudding 


cream. Add 2 table- 
spoons orange juice, 
and 2 rounding table- 


dressing. Dust the Autumn gardens lend —_— EO Cut 
top of each with P ce Gow into bits 1 tablespoon 
paprika. Chicken, lob- the panty candied cherries, 
ster or crab may be mince 1 tablespoon | 


substituted for the tuna fish. This will 
serve six. Double the recipe for twelve. 


Cucumber Cream Dressing 

To % pint of whipping cream add 1 
tablespoon of vinegar, 2 tablespoons lemon 
juice, and % teaspoon salt. Whip the mix- 
ture until stiff. Chop 1 cup of fresh, peeled 
cucumber. Chill and, at serving time, drain 
free from juice and add it to the whipped 
cream. 


Hot Butterscotch Sauce 
Make the sauce before the guests arrive. 
It may even be made the day before. Put 
into the top of a double boiler 1 measur- 
ing cup of molasses, 2 measuring cups of 
brown sugar and 2 tablespoons of butter. 
Place the pan directly over the flame and 
let it come to the boiling point once. 
Place the pan in the bottom of the double 
boiler containing water. Reheat when serv- 
ing. A few salted pecans may be put on 
the top of each serving after the,sauce has 

been poured over the ice cream. 


MENU NO. III 
Oyster Canapés 


Cranberry Jelly Sweet Pickles Celery 
Hot Buttered Rolls 
Cream Sponge Pudding 
Sugared Nuts Coffee Candies 
Oyster Canapés 


Cut 6 slices of bread % inch thick. Cut 
into rounds with a cookie cutter. Put 1 
tablespoon of butter into a pan. Brown 
the bread delicately. Warm 6 stuffed olives 
in the same pan. Keep warm. 

Melt 3 tablespoons butter in a pan. Add 
1 cup of celery chopped fine. Cook 5 min- 


candied pineapple, mince 1 tablespoon can- 
died ginger. Add to the cream. 


serving glass. Heap the- mixture on top. 
Decorate with whole candied cherries and 
thin slices of candied pineapple. Chill in the 
refrigerator. 

If you have a chafing dish and an electric 
toaster lobster Newburg is a good thing to 
serve for an evening party. This may be 
made in the kitchenette, of course, if you 
like. 


Lobster Newburg 
Beat 3 egg yolks until light. 


Whip % pint of! 


Place 4 
small lady fingers, standing upright, in each | 
the entire family at money saving prices! 


Add 1 cup of | 


thin cream and either 2 tablespoons of non- | 
alcoholic cooking sherry or 2 tablespoons of | 


orange juice. Cook over hot water, stirring 
often. When the liquid is hot add 1 cup of 
lobster meat. Cook until the liquid is like 
heavy cream and the lobster is thoroughly 
heated. 

Serve on lightly toasted bread or saltines. 
Shrimp, chicken or crab may be substituted 
for the lobster. 

There is a new dessert that you might like 
to have for one of your parties. It is apricot 
macaroon mousse. 


Apricot Macaroon Mousse 
Soak 1 cup of crushed macaroon crumbs in 
1 cup of apricot juice from canned apricots. 
Whip *% pint of cream stiff. Combine with 
the crumb mixture. Put in sherbet glasses 
and chill in the refrigerator. 


If you are lucky enough to have an iceless | 


refrigerator this dessert may be put in the 
small square pans and frozen for three 
hours. But it is equally good whether frozen 
or chilled. 
top of each. 


Serve with % an apricot on | 
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DOROTHY 
SEBASTIAN 


Metro-Goldwyn- 
Mayer Star 


and 
DOROTHY 
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actually wearing lack 
the Smart New to's 
Modes for Fall! $6.95 


FIFTH AVENUE STYLES 


eee DIRECT TO You eee 
through the pages of the 
HAMILTON CATALOG! 


| [Nc upep are the smartest of the Fifth Avenue modes— 

Hundreds of these beautiful fashions are shown by 

actual photographs on living models 

All-wool coats as low as $6.95—All- silk dresses as low as 
4.98—shoes, millinery, hosiery, underwear, Boys’ and 

pei clothing, in fact, everything in ready-to-wear for 


You buy direct from the manufacturer at practically 
wholesale prices and you Save from $5.00 to $10.00! 
We Guarantee Hamilton Prices 
to be the Lowest in America! 

If, before Dec. 15th you can buy the same mer- 
chandise for less we will refund the difference! 
SEND TO-DAY For Your Free Copy of the New 

HAMILTON 


AVE NUE STy 
fall and Wing, 
1929-30 


AY 


HAMILION, 


GARMENT COMPANY 
Dept. 119, 114-116 Fifth Ave., New York 
Please send me FREE your new Fall Catalog! 
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Plans for your 
HALLOWEEN Party. 


This year youcan surprise your friends with a new 
and different kindof Hallowe'en Party. For Denni- 
son has prepared complete plans foragay evening 
filled with new games and stunts! They tell how 
to get up clever invitations, decorate your rooms, 
make new and novel costumes. These plans are 
free! Just send the coupon below. 

No matter what kind of a party you are plan- 
ning, you can get everything to make it a big suc- 
cess—crepe paper, decorations, place cards, nov- 
elties—at your local stationery, 
drug store where Dennison goods are sold. 

But send now for the special plans for your Hal- 
lowe’en Party. They are f And why not the 
Hallowe'en, Harvest and ing Numberof 
the Party Magazine at the same time—it's only 25c. 


DENNISON'’S, Dept. 58-K 
Framingham, Mass. 
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Please send free, plans for our Hallowe'en Party. 


ce 


Street or R. F 


City 

To get the Party Magazine | (Hallowe’ en Num- 

ber) enclose 25¢ and check 
Why not let us include some of these famous Dennison 
books? Check those you want and enclose We for each. 

Table Decora: 

Crepe Paper owers 

Sealing Wax Craft 
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Showers @ Announcements 
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The Party Book (31.00) Newrity Dolls (Free) 

Complete Home Course in Crepe Paper Flower M aking$2.00 
Course in Arts end Crafts for Home Decoration $2.00 


Costume Ensemble 
of Necklace and Bracelet 


Where man-made gems and pearls have 


the color and glow of the genuine. The 
necklace in green or blue with pearl drops. 
The bracelet of fine pearly strands set with 
green or blue. 

No. 5899 Bracelet $1.50 

No. 5900 Necklace $2.00 

No. 5899-5900 Ensemble $3.00 

Send for 64-page Catalogue FREE 
Gifts for children, for women and for men- 


folk—young and old. Established 1895. 


POHLSON’S House of Gifts 
Department 67 Pawtucket, R. I. 


Be a Grace Graham Home 
Service Worker 


Posit ired ‘ 
Home Service Staft “ 


never found in other foundation garments ake 
costs NOTHING To START! 


Act Today ler. t mise thie 


Dept. K-19, Springfield, Mass. 


Groce Graham Coe., 


When y 


department or | 
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The Part 


| Edward Longstreth 


Bridge 
With A 


SECTION 


of The 


Month 


By 


Decoration 
By 
L. T. Holton 


Parties 
Climax 


S LONG as girls want to for the highest gross scores. She 
have “hen” parties, there MART shows the prizes neatly tied in 
} will always be card parties. ET’S parcels to the greedy gaze of all 
How to give a good party without ERVICE The first and second grand 
men is, frankly, a problem. ECTION prizes are awarded as follows: The 
The difference between a card first goes to the player who has 
party which is “just another one the highest gross score at the end 
of those things” and a party with snap and of the first eight rubbers. The second prize 


novelty is the difference between a party 
that is planned with some imagination and 
one that is not planned at all. 


Auction bridge, the old favorite, is now 
| giving way to contract. Because many 
people do not yet play contract, it is im- 


portant in giving an invitation to ask each 
person to express a preference. The invita- 
tion may be given by telephone if the affair 
is small and informal, or by sending out vis- 
iting cards marked, in addition to the time 
and place, “auction or contract?” Even on 
formal or informal written invitations, the 
guest should be asked to specify whether she 
wants to play auction or contract 

\ “progressive” party interferes with a 
good game. Contract does not lend itself 
to migrating from table to table. But here 
is an original device which puts every one 
in direct competition without rotating, and 


goes to the player who has the highest gross 
score for the first five rubbers. 

The hostess then points to a large sheet 
of paper fastened to the wall or doorway 
of the room. It contains in a column on 
the left, the names of all those playing. To 
the right of the names are columns num- 
bered at the top to represent each rubber. 


S SOON as each rubber is finished, the 

hostess explains, the players must turn 

in their scores. These are marked up in- 
dividually on the large score sheet. 

When the players have finished their sec- 

ond rubber, the individual scores for that 

made in the 


rubber are added to the score 
first rubber, and the total sum is entered 
in the second column. In this way, all the 


players can follow the competition closely. 
After this explanation, the hostess signals 


ends the party with a climax the players to begin. At the end of two 

If there are tables playing both kinds of hours, she signals them to stop. They do 
bridge, two sets of grand prizes must be so at the end of the rubber they are play- 
provided, for there is en- ing, unless they are playing 
tirely too much dis- Back f — — the first hand of a new 
crepancy in the methods ox trom vacation, MUNgGEME rubber, which is also a 
of scoring to permit the mee more withtheold crowd; — hand in which they cannot 


two kinds to be played in that’sthe time to give aparty. make game. In this case 

competition. For advice on new games and_ they drop the hand, and 
The hostess explains at -— oe score on the basis of the 

general frivolity, write Edward 

the start there will be no “aan last finished rubber. 

progressing, and that there Longstreth, allowing at least Thus the hostess, having 

will be a small prize for two weeks for reply. Address limited the playing time to 

each table. She then has Mr. Longstreth, enclosing a two hours, has left a suf- 


a chance for showmanship 
stamped, 


self-addressed 


ficient time for serving re- 
en- hcle time r serving re 


when she springs her nov- x ; ei freshments and for little 
elty and announces that velope, in care of SMART SET, chats which are always a 
there will be major prizes 221 West 57th St., New York. big feature of girl parties. 


ou write to 
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That Old Pal of 
Mine 


[Continued from page 55] 


hoof. The car then proceeds without him. 

“Well?” says my missus. 

“Well,” I pipe. ‘“Cantcha see the whole 
scummy scheme? Squirt hasn’t a chance to 
sell my first lot for me. He really isn’t fig- 
uring to, as far as that goes, but just at that 
time he meets the Captain while they’re 
both washing dishes at the Ritz. Then the 
bright idea pops. They'll offer me a profit 
for my lot. A lot of dough. I accept. But 
this is only a part payment on a bigger 
swindle. Squirt puts himself over big with 
the Captain which is just in time for their 
putting the skates on him in his own joint 
and I own a bigger and worse swamp than 
before. 
I fixed the gondola for ‘em.” 

“All wet!” says my missus. 

“Maybe,” sez I, “but he’s pulling all kinds 
of wires to get me to hand over the deed to 
my lot. I’m leary and I’m gonna stall on 
any more deals. Squirt’s finaygeling in try- 
ing to get his mitts on that deed, has me 
scratching my chin!” 


ELL, I wasn’t long in being illuminated. 
The next night I come home for din- 
ner and who’s sitting in my 


Squirt. I start looking through a bunch of 
letters and then say, “Nope, no mail here 
for you.” Thereupon Squirt makes a face 
like a guy 


that’s swallowed a gulp of tea 
down the wrong pipe and groans, “O.K. 
You win. But I’m a good loser. I take my 
medicine. No hard feelings. I don’t care. 


But it’s gonna be tough on the wife and | 
Yessir—Tough on the wife and | 


kiddies. 
k-kiddies.”—Sniff—! 

‘What’ gonna be tough: om. 

“Me , to prison,” he sobs. 

“Why,” I ask, “weren’t you ever a pharma- 
cist? Then—prison? Why prison? Get 
into your song and dance quick because the 
upholsterer is calling for that chair you're 
sitting on any minute. Why are you going 
to prison ?” 

“Because,” 
own home), 
your lot!” 

“What guy ?” 

“The guy I sold it to.” 

“Oho! So you sold my lot, heh?” 
gan to notice felines emerging from sacks 
all over the place. 


he says to me (right in my 
“the guy insists on the deed to 


“And you didn’t send me the dough?” 

“Nope.”. 

“Well, well, well—how much did you sell 
it for?” 


“One thousand.” 
“Hmm—and why didn’t you send me the 
thousand ?” 
“TI had it. So help me, I was going to 
send it to you but it got tied up.” 
“Tied up? By who?’ 
“By the lady! Tied up with the rest of 
my funds.” 
“What lady ?” 

“The lady that’s suing me.” 
“Oh—a lady’s suing you too. What for?” 
“Because the oil didn’t spout on some land 
sold her.” 
“Did you tell her a}+ould spout ?” 

es—er—that i is—my representative did— 
er—” 

“Hmm—how much are your total funds 
tied up, including my thousand?” 

“$1028.46.” 

“Hm—and the guy’s yelping for the deed 
and I’m yelping for my dough and the lady’s 
velping for her oil and you’ve got nothing 
but a desire to get out of town. Seems you 
couldn’t have got into more trouble if you’d 
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But I guess I’m a dummy, huh?! 


parlor but | 


I be- | 
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To Clear Arms and 
Legs of Hair 


Without Fostering 


Bristly Re-Growth 


When you 


Even by running one’s hand across the shin, absolutely no stubble can be felt this new way 


A New Discovery That Not Only Removes Every Vestige of Arm or 
Leg Hair Instantly But Delays Its Reappearance Remarkably 


NEw way of removing arm and leg 

hair has been found that not only 
removes every vestige of hair instantly, 
but that banishes the stimulated hair 
growth thousands of women are charg- 
ing to less modern ways. A way that 
not only removes hair but delays its 
reappearance remarkably! 
It is changing previous conceptions of 
cosmeticians about hair removing. 
Women are flocking to its use. The 
discovery of R. C. Lawry, noted beauty 
scientist, it is different from any other 
hair remover known. 

WHAT IT IS 

It is an exquisite toilet creme, resem- 
bling a superior beauty clay in texture. 
You simply spread it on where hair is 
to be removed. Then rinse off with 
water. 
That is all. Every vestige of hair is 


Cream 
Hair Remover 


mn 
»binat 
Cor 


> 
Ont Guer 
fost color. = 
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o tions and linger 


gone; so completely that even by run- 
ning your hand across the skin not the 
slightest trace of stubble can be felt. 
And—the reappearance of that hair ts 
delayed surprisingly! 
When re-growth finally does come, it 
is utterly unlike the re-growth follow- 
ing old ways. You can feel the differ- 
ence. No sharp stubble. No coarsened 
growth 
The skin, too, is left sott as a child’s. 
No skin roughness, no enlarged pores. 
You feel freer than probably ever be- 
fore in your life of annoying hair growth. 
WHERE TO OBTAIN 
It is called NEET—a preparation long 
on the market, but recently changed 
in compounding to embody the new 
Lawry discovery. 
It is on sale at practically all drug and 
department stores and in beauty parlors. 
In both $1 and 60c sizes. The $1 size 
contains 3 times the quantity of the 
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1¢ Day FREE Trial 


You can have a genuine L. C. Smith (the world’s only ball bear- 
ing t typemenes) | for $1 down. Lowest price ever offered! Easie: 
All opera’ ettachments. Re- GUAR 
XNTE ED FOR YEARS. ‘own and we pate, No 
red tape. 10 day Free Trial. Free Typewri Course cole, 
Waterproof Cover if you —j now. Write for 8 #1 down offer and 
free manual. sMITH TYPEWRITER SALES CORP. 
49A 469 E. Ohio St. Chicago, WM. 
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BEAUTY of 
every CONTOUR 


O SMARTLY accentuate the lovely 

curves of your tace an neck, use 
La Perle Facial Astringent after cleansing 
cream. Stimulating and invigorating, it 
firms tired muscles and tones up the skin, 
keeping it radiant. It closes the pores, 
preventing powder and the impurities of 
the from enlarging them. Adopt 


air 
La Perle Facial As- 
tringentas a neces- le 
sary part of your r 
toiletry. Two sizes. a mare 
50c and $1. 00. Beauty Aids 
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l Grant Des Moines, Ia 


10 r= r La Perle trial size Facial Astringent (su/ffi- | 
cient for 30 to 60 days ) 
| Oe for La Perle 30-Day Travel Vanitee of Six Beauty | 
] Requisites, (Facial Astringent Included) 
Name 
L Address J 
Housewives! 
at | AGENTS—Make $90 a Week 


) Fastest selling specialty in years— 
We Kristee Water-Proof Flower- 
= Pot Tray. Patented, ventilated, 
design id sills from dampness and “‘sweating.’ 
No more ring marks nor scratches. Made of one-plece molded 
rubber, rich green color. Very attractive. Replaces unsight- 
. moisture-ridden plates. Three sizes. Every home, school, 
rch, florist, etc. needs three to a dozen. Simply show = take 


FREE OUTFIT : 


Pocket big profits 
rience needed. Send forCatalc ng of t ie 
Direct from Rubber City. 


other Qual ty Rubber Products 
Selling Outfit and al! particulars 


e quic 
‘KRISTEE ura. Co., 1110 BAR ST., AKRON, OHIO 


One pupil won a $2000 prize. Another 
pupil earned over $5000 in spare time. 
Hundreds are selling constantly to lead- 
ing publishers. 
Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 
lesson course in writing and marketing of 
the Short-Story and sample copy of THE 
WRITER’S MONTHLY free. Write today. 
= The Home Correspondence Schoo! 
Dept. 47 Springfield, Mass. 


Gray Hair. 


ODAY gray hair is given youthful color. vA 
This way is clear, colorless as water. , “$ 
Just comb Mary T. Goldman’s through ,4 > 
hair. Imparts color that will not, “ey 
wash norrub off. Make amazing 
test. Get full-size bottle from 3 
druggist. Every penny back 
if not delighted. Or send ff 
coupon for free “‘single 
lock’’ test pac kage , 4 > 


(give color of hair) 
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deliberately set out to do Well, what 
must I do to put you on Easy Street ?” 


so 


“Give me a break,” he pants 

Well, I'll give vou a break,” I reply. “I'll 
use my influence.” 

‘How ?” he asks eagerly 

“I'll use my influence,” I continue, “to 
call up the newspaper and inave the hand- 
cuffs retouched off your picture. You like 
the idea?” 

“No,” he says boldly. “But I have a 
plan!” 

“Oh! A plan!” I pipe, calling my missus. 


“Well, well, Squirt’s got a plan? It couldn't 


by any chance have something to do with 
me buying that tract of swamp of your 
Captain's friends, could it? Huh?” 


B* THE time I finish Squirt’s face is so 
long it would have cost him two bucks 
|ior a shave in a Bowery barber stool. He’s 
| just sitting there trying to think up another 
stall when there’s a terrible pounding on the 
door and in clatters a six-foot cowboy with 
boots and spurs and six-shooter and a nasty 
took on his dish 

I like the bloke at once but I can see my 
missus’ ears start to wriggle up and down 
which is no friendly sign. 

Then the cowboy opens up: 

“Never did a onery coyote lay out a more 
pestiferous trail than you to follow,” he 
roars, grabbing Squirt and shaking him like 
no flapper ever shook a cocktail. “But 
nary’s the pesky critter on two legs or four 
that Handsome Dan, the Rip-Tailed Terror 
of Pike County, can't track to earth. I’ve 
got you at last! Now I'll be atroublin’ of 
you for that there deed!’ 

I saw at once. This was the gent that 
had bought my lot 

“Stranger,” I says, leaping up. “We folks 
here in the East ain’t all that they be a’ sayin’ 
of us. But, by Gosh—at least we’re men— 
and I'm sorry to say that vou sure been 
rooked a plenty. I’m the owner of that 
there lot and it ain't worth nowheres near 
the thousand you paid this here gallawimpus 
for it! 


“Thousand!” roars the cowboy. “I plumb 
gave the varmint twenty-five hundred— 
danged if I didn’t!” 

I'm just figuring what to murder Squirt 


with when all of a sudden the cowboy puts 
his face in his hands and starts rocking back 
and forth, moaning and sobbing and crying 
till the pictures shake on the walls 

“How come, he-man?” I inquire. 
the Niagara?” 

“Jest that I’ve plumb lost all faith in my 
fellow man,” he sobs. “My pore ol’ pappy— 
he up and he sorta died like—an’ jist afore 
he cashed in his chips he sent me the mes- 
sage. ‘Dan,’ he sez, ‘come East and sell the 
old hut on the hill’—thet was jest his way o’ 
callin’ it. T’weren’t no hut ‘tall but a 
right smart estate thing thet he'd lived in 
|‘cause it b’longed in th’ family like—and 
he sez—‘sell th’ old hut an’ take Elviry’ 
(thet’s my sister) ‘West to live with you 
after I'm gone.’ 

“So I cum, and fust thing I plumb into 
this galoot who talks all spraddled out about 
the heap o’ cash he can get me for the es- 
tate—managin’ in the meantime to rook 
me for twenty-five hundred on a lot o’ yours 
which I shoulda known better ‘cause my es- 
|tate ain’t worth no more’n half of what he 
| promised to get for it—” 

Well, the cowboy woulda gone on for 
hours but I suddenly get a terrible hunch 
on this estate. So I steer Squirt out and 
inveigle Dapper Dan or whatever his name 
was to let me have a look at the place. 
The biggest steal for that price in the his- 


“Why 


tory of the North American continent. But 
I put on the dead pan. 
“Well,” I pipe, “I’m not really interested, 


of course, but being you're in a hurry to get 
‘back West—if you cared to drop in and 
see my lawyer, I'll give you his address. 
Maybe he knows some one that might want 
‘it.’ 


lawyer on the tele- 


He goes. I get my 
phone. “Lissen, Sam,” I yelp, “there’s a big, 
honest cowboy coming in with a house for 
sale. Grab it. Grab it if you have to lasso 
him. Don't let him get out of that office if 
you have to tie him in a chair until every- 
thing is signed, sealed and delivered! Y’ 
get me? I'll send a check along!” 

Well, I couldn't sleep what with the tri- 
umph over my missus of having really pulled 
a smart deal. 


E’RE all settled enjoying the peace 

and calm and seclusion with the ex- 
ception of my gloating when all of a sudden 
there’s a terrible clunk out on the road and 
a bozo comes sailin’ in through our sun par- 
lor like a foul ball! What's that? Was he 
badly hurt? Just barely able to talk? What 
did he say? Well, that’s what had me wor- 
ried too. He ups and opens one eye and 
gasps: 

“Put me in the upper east bedroom.” 

“How come the familiarity with the 
premises,” I ask. “Ever live here before?” 

“Nope, he answers, “but I do all my re- 
covering here.” 

“What’s that?” I ask, kind of puzzled. 
But while we're talking there’s another bang 
and a guy lands in my flower bed and 
another gets draped all over my striped 
awning—while auto parts rain like schrapnel. 

Well, sir, it developed that the cowboy 
had neglected to inform us that it seems the 
house was located kind of at a sharp turn like 
off a cross road sort of at the bottom of a 
steep hill as it were and the younger element 
and the stews would go tooting through there 
with no brakes—just a hole in the floor board 
maybe to slide their foot through or pos- 
sibly just a four-leaf clover in their pocket. 


Well, we called Dr. Grump to attend the 
patients. It saved time. He knew all the 
rooms—just where the iodine and bandages 


and things were kept. Pretty soon we had 
cots in the foyer—the garage was a sort of 
a first aid emergency ward—the living room 
was nurses’ quarters and the convalescents 
were allowed on the roof and me and my 
missus were doing noble stretcher-bearer duty 
all night bringing in the wrecked and 
wounded from the lawns. When there 
weren't collisions we were honored by truck 
drivers hob-nailing across the parlor floor 
to phone that they were out of gas. The 
second day I call my lawyer: 


“Sam! I admit for once I’m stuck. What 
can I do?” 
“Lissen,” he says. “Let’s get the former 


owner and put up an awful howl. In the 
first place—” 

“Former owner!” 
owner’s dead.” 

“If he is,” pipes Sam, “he was around here 
today walking in his last sleep and yelling 
for a first payment.” 

“Yeah? What did he look like,” 
quick. 

“Well,” said Sam, “he had a dyed moustache 
and he’s some kind of a Captain and—” 


I echo. “The former 


’ I snapped 


ELL, after that there wasn’t anything 

to do but to go in for wild recreation. 

So with my missus I hie myself to a one- 
ring carnival that’s playing near the next town. 
We're strolling along among the shooting 
galleries and win-a-ham stands when all of 
a sudden I’m attracted by a familiar voice. 
“Here y’are!” it’s bellowing. “Try the 
little Indian Dart game and win an all-fired 
prize. Plumb lucky game, folks! Five cents 
a dart, folks—the little Indian Dart game— 
brought from the plains of Oklahoma by 
Handsome Dan, the Rip-Tailed Ter P 
Yep—you'’re right, Doc, that was him! 
The cowboy! What’s that? Did he get 
any customers? Yep—one—stepped up out 
of the crowd after the cowboy finished his 


spiel. What? Yes, I knew him—who? 
Why, Squirt, of course. Nope! Didn't 
tell the missus. Eased her out. Didn't 
want her to lose her faith in human 


nature. 


= 10-minute 


be a regular bed with low posts like the 
one shown in the photograph on page 76. 
It could have a foot-board a little higher 
than these posts if you want, but don’t use 
anything that is big or clumsy. If you 
already have a bed that seems to dwarf 
the room you really would be wise to do 
away with it, or remove the foot-board at 
least. If it’s all right as to size, but oh, so 
ugly, don’t forget the wonders you can work 
with a paint brush. 


HEN there must be some sort of chest 

for your clothes. Of course if there 
is space, a chiffonier is always acceptable be- 
cause it holds so much. But on the other 
hand it is quite apt to be bulky and over- 
powering in your small room. You might 
try a low chest of drawers or an old-fash- 
ioned cupboard like the one on page 76. 
And if your room serves as a sitting room 
as well, the place where you entertain your 
friends, then let the top of that chest be 
as uncluttered as the one in the picture. 
That is so much more inviting looking than 
an array of jars and bottles. They’re all in 
the top drawer! 

After you have placed the two big things, 
the others adjust themselves with ease, de- 
pending a bit on your life and what your 
needs are. The next really vital thing is 
color—for though it is important in any 
room, it can make or mar the small room. 

If your walls are dark and heavy, then 
you will feel that they are closing in on you 
and your small room becomes a cell. Let 
them be light and gay, and, of course, a 
color you love. 


OOK at the charming ruffled organdy cur- 
tains of sunny yellow in the photograph 
in the front of the book. Not much light 
comes in that window and those gay cur- 
tains give the impression of the sunlight that 
never enters. They are frilled and dainty 
as can be—and quite possible to make 
yourself. 

The dark green roller shade that originally 
grew at that window departed via the waste 
basket and in its place hangs a creamy white 
one with a bold bouquet of flowers painted 
on it. As you enter that little room, day 
or night, you always feel the gay singing 
quality of that particular window. 

The wallpaper has a soft green pattern 
printed on a cream ground that blends as a 
background should with the yellow curtains. 


SMART SET—ADVERTISING SECTION 


Your Own Room 


[Continued from page 76] 


There is lots more color in this particular 
room than in many others because of all the 
books. The linoleum floor with its marble 
squares of gray and black and white pro- 
vides a firm base that is decorative as well 
as practical. There once was a frightful old 
carpet there, covering the rough floor boards. 
You could add a soft round rug in green 
and yellow there in front of the bed if you 
liked. 

If you want to sit by the window there’s 
a comfortable green rocker, and the books 
are close by. That little butterfly table is 
so firm in its stubby quaintness that it is 
always appealing. The blue-green pottery 
bowl is full of shiny ivy, but sometimes | 
there are jonquils and fragile ferns. This | 
really is a delightful home for one—the hall 
bedroom with its crisp curtains, its quaint 
old chest, comfortable bed, and the many 
books that so definitely place the tastes of 
the one who reads and loves them. 


UITE different in type, less direct and 

more subtly feminine, is the other room 
shown on page 76. From its very flower- 
like color scheme, I am sure you will be able 
to picture the girl who lives there. The 
walls and ceiling are the softest orchid color | 
you can imagine, but the woodwork stands 
out on its own, for it is jade green. The 
desk painted the same green almost seems to 
be part of the structure of the room. On 
the other side, which doesn’t show in the 
picture, is a low French walnut bed with no 
foot-board. 

As there is a pleasing view from this win- 
dow, the glass curtains of sheer orchid | 
celanese voile are made in two sections so | 
the lower half may be drawn back. The | 
overdraperies that are so modern in spirit | 
are semi-glazed percale, with a design of | 
large clear white calla lilies against a blue- 
green background with occasional touches of 7 
Chinese pink and orchid. The white is re- 
peated here and there about the room, a 
modern bowl for flowers, book-ends of pot- | 
tery and so on. Altogether a delightful 
room, as dainty as a flower. 

There are so many lovely things that you | 
can do for your own room, no matter how | 
small it is. Remember that it is the place 
where you should have the things that you 
like best—the colors, the chair, the lamp, the 
books. Whatever is there, let it be yours, 
and let the room be expressive of your likes 
and fancies, regardless of what its size may be. 


Window 


OUNG people about to build 

a home — younger people 
about to build a wardrobe—are 
interested in those things that 
look out from behind the plate 
glass of shop windows. They 
like to fill their apartments, and 
their dress closets, in imagina- 
tion—before they begin to buy. 


A good many of these young 
people use the SMART SET Service 
Section as their shop window. 
Not only is it an easier and 
pleasanter way than tramping 
down crowded city streets—its 
ideas are far more original and 

adaptable and exciting. i 


GROW— 


Yes, Grow Eyelashes 
and Eyebrows like this 


in 30 days 


THE most marvelous discovery has been made—a 

way to make eyelashes and eyebrows actually 

grow. Now if you want long, curling, silken lashes, 

— can have them—and beautiful, wonderful eye- 
rows. 

I say to you in plain English that no matter how 
scant the eyelashes and eyebrows, | will increase 
their length and thickness in 30 days—or not accept 
a single penny. No “‘ifs,"’ ‘‘ands,"’ or ‘‘maybes."" It 
is new growth, startling results, or no pay. And you 
are the sole judge. 


Proved Beyond the Shadow of a Doubt 


Over ten thousand women have tried my amazing 
discovery, proved that eyes can now be fringed with 
long, curling natural lashes, and the eyebrows made 
intense, strong silken lines! Read what a few of 
them say. I have made oath before a notary public 
that these letters are voluntary and genuine. From 
Mile. Hefflefinger, 240 W. “‘B" St., Carlisle, Pa.: 
“I certainly am delighted . .. I notice the greatest 
difference... people I come in contact with remark 
how long and silky my eyelashes appear." From 
Naomi Otstot, 5437 Westminster Ave., W. Phila., 
Pa.: “I am greatly pleased. My eyebrows and 
lashes are beautiful now.’" From F rances Raviart, 
R. D. No. 2, Box 179, Jeanette, Penn.: “Your eye: 
lash and eyebrow beautifier is simply marvelous.” 
From Pearl Provo, 2954 Taylor St., N. E., Minne- 
apolis, Minn.: ‘I have been using your eyebrow and 
eyelash Method. It is surely wonderful.” From 
Miss Flora J. Corriveau, 8 Pinette Ave., Biddeford, 
Me.: “I am more than pleased with your Method, 
My eyelashes are growing long and luxurious.” 
Results Noticeable in a Week 
In one week—sometimes in a day or two—you 
notice the effect. The eyelashes become more beau- 
tiful—like a silken fringe. The darling little upward 
curl shows itself. The eyebrows become sleek and 
tractable—with a noticeable appearance of growth 
and thickness. You will have the thrill of a life- 
time—know that you can have eyelashes and eye- 
brows as beautiful as any you ever saw. 
Remember... in 30 days I guarantee results that 
will not only ‘delight, but amaze. If you are not 
absolutely and entirely satisfied, your money will 
be returned promptly. I mean just that—no quibble, 
no strings. Introductory price $1.95. Later the 
00. 


Grower will be sent fait O. D. or you can send 
money with order. If money accompanies order 
postage will be prepaid. 


LUCILLE YOUNG, ' 
A Lucille Young Building, Chicago, Il. a 
Send me your new discovery for growing eye- g 
lashes and eyebrows. If not absolutely and ’ 
entirely satisfied, I will return it within 30 days 
and you will return my money without question. ' 
Price C. O. D. is $1.95 plus few cents postage. & 
If money sent with order price is $1.95 and post- ' 
age is prepaid. 
State whether money enclosed or you want H 
order C. O. D 1 
Name. 
' 
St. Address__ 
City 


When you write to advertisers please mention SMart SeT MaGazINne 
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Be the Tom Brown 
of Your Town 


of the famous Tom Brown's Clown 
other young man a few years 


Tom Brown, 
Band, was just like any 


ago. The Saxophone looked good to him, so he got a 
“Tone Saxophone 
loday Tom Brown is one of the big headliners of 


the stage and earns a princely income in a most 
pleasant and interesting vocation 


You might develop into a Saxophone Wizard like 


Tom Brown or a great record-maker like Clyde Doerr 
or Bennie Krueger. Even if you don't care to be a 
pr ional, you will find playing a Buescher a lot 


social advantage—at 
Buescher Saxophone 
attraction 


I Also, it is a great 
parties or entertainments the 
player is always the center of 


Easy to Play—Easy to Pay 

# all band instruments to 

pay for your Buescher 

yu pay for it. 

Cornet, 
Write 


Besides being the easiest « 
play, we make it easy for yout 
Saxophone. Play and earn while y« 
yn any Buescher Saxophone, 
other instrument 


6 days’ trial « 
Trombone, Trumpet or 


us what instrument you would like to learn and free* 


circulars will be sent 


BUESCHERBANDINSTRUMENTCO. 
2831 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 


beau ful 
Just one of the 


$5.50 
Frocks values that are helping ‘hes rods 
f women earn $36 $10 $50 a week 


besides getting their own dresses without 
paying one cent We need more home 
sentatives at once to take 
factory prices Stunning 
tyles, finest workmanship, high quality 
amazing values our big chance. 


Write at or 
samples, and 


tick 
style 
Free Outfit amazing offer whereby you 


not only earn big money, all or part time, 
but get your own dresses without coat. 


Devt. FROCKS’ INC. 


Cincinnati, Ohie 


Shame on ye 


|considered the child. 


* Are you nervous, embarrassed 


SMART SET—ADVERTISING SECTION 


Women at Sea 


[Continued from page 35] 


admiration over to Fenella for the time being. 

“At first,” he owned frankly, “I hardly 
But when it became 
evident how devoted the little thing is 
to me, naturally I— Well, you under- 
stand a man feels a certain responsibility, 
Miss Champneys. Rather pathetic I think, 
the way a young girl is often attracted to a 
man much older than herself.” 

Laura, remembering Fenella’s attitude 
toward him at the electric iron some days 
previously, was surprised. But she thought 
it might have been Fenella’s girlish way of 
keeping her secret from the world. Laura 
had read of things like that in books. 

“Not pretty, of course,” Major Morphis- 
ton was running on, “but something rather 
charming about her, don’t you think? The 
unbeautiful sort of face a man never for- 
gets.” 

Laura did not want to see his feelings 
hurt again. She said, gently, “But are you 
quite sure that she 

He looked at her pained, “Miss Champ- 
neys, you do not suppose a young girl like 
that allows a man to kiss her, and means 
nothing by it.” 

Laura was quite sure such a thing was 
impossible, but all the same she was sur- 
prised. Somewhere between his adoration 
of Jean Adair and Maris Templeton, he 
had found time to sandwich in a kiss for 
Fenella, whilst Fenella’s attitude to him, in 
general conversation, partook of a laughing 
to scorn. Poor Laura felt more at sea than 
ever. Life probably was like that, and 
nothing any one ever said really meant any- 
thing. 

But if Fenella was hiding her girlish secret 


| from the world under a cloak of indifference, 


why was she flirting so openly with Mr. 
John Tiller? 
She told herself she must not judge. What 


did she, Laura, know of life? Certainly she 
had never felt in the least like behaving 
toward her young doctor as these girls be- 
haved. But times had changed, and that, 
after all, was a very long time ago. 

So she listened to Major Morphiston and, 
with an effort, said nothing. 

“It’s a funny thing, you know. All my 
life I have felt I would marry a very young 
wife. I do not know why. Have you ever 
noticed, Miss Champneys, how frequently 
the things one expects end by happening 
to one?” 

Had she not! 

“Fenella will give me back my youth,” 
he said, softly. “I have never had- any 
youth. It was all riddied by sciatica.” 

He told her about the attack. 

Laura longed to question Fenella about 
Major Morphiston. She had every chance, 
for Fenella was very kindly bathing David 
for her, the stuffy bathrooms making Laura 
feel sick. Nothing seemed to make Fenella 
sick. She was a jolly kid, really, although 
the captain was very down on her. Always 
finding fault with her, but perhaps he did 
not like the way she ran around with all 
the young men, and no wonder. 

Somehow Laura could not bring herself 
It seemed such 


Nor with Mr. Tiller either. That’s just eye 
wash. Miss Quayle is dead nuts on the 
captain himself.” 

“Go on, Daisy! She isn’t. Well, I de- 
clare. He’s forever finding fault with her 
. Only the other day at lunch .. .” 
“Never you mind, Miss. He thinks the 
world of her for all that. That’s one of 


the reasons he’s always letting on he’s wild 
with her. He can’t do anything, not at 
sea. But Mr. Brown, the purser, he knows 


and what he said to me was, ‘Wait till he 
gets her ashore’.” 

Laura was aghast. Life got more and 
more complicated every day. Neved for an 
instant had such a thing entered her head 
How were you to know where you were at 


all, if the ruder a man became, the more 
he loved you. 
AURA began to feel a motherly interest 


in Major Morphiston about this time. 
but her respect for him as a big strong man 
began to totter. In spite of his impressive 
appearance, it dawned upon her he was 
quite incapable of managing his own affairs. 
It must be bad for him, too, with his in- 
different health, this perpetual falling in love 
with the wrong woman. If only she could 
give him a word of friendly warning, and 
stop him persevering with this matter of 
Fenella. 

It turned out to be unnecessary. Three 
days later Major Morphiston confided in 
her, secretly, that the real love of his life 
was none other than rich Mrs. Duvesant. 
She was young, and pretty, and beautifully 
dressed, but she always looked, Laura 
thought, a little sad. As if being rich wasn’t 
much fun after all. 

“It came as a great surprise to me, find- 
ing my feelings were returned,” said Major 
Morphiston—“I own, at first I had not 
particularly thought about her—until I dis- 
covered—a man’s instinct tells him = 

It was about this time Laura came to 
realize how much better Major Morphiston 
would have been without his man’s instinct. 
She said, shocked, “But Mrs. Duvesant is 
already married and I’m sure her husband 
adores her.” 

He laughed abruptly. 

“One has only to look at them, to see 
how ill matched they are. Even you, the 
kindest hearted woman that ever lived, 
must see that he is remarkably like a pig.” 

She said a trifle cruelly, but only to be 


kind, “Only the other day you told me 
Fenella 
He said, “That was different. The little 


stray passions that shoot over a man’s life 
only help to guide his way to the one true 
one.” 

Laura sat silent for some time, listening 
to the wash of the sea against the ship’s 
side, and trying to rearrange her thoughts. 
The night was an indigo bowl, in which the 
stars swam, like gold fish. She was thinking 
of the wonderful thing a man’s life is. Pas- 
sions shooting all over the place. How dif- 
ferent from her own, in Ilkley! 

Romance all round, and never a one for 
her ... Along the deck she could see two 


BASHFUL 


ympany of the other sex? Stop being shy of to say anything to Fenella. 


strangers, Conquer the ter rible fear of your su-| cheek. But one evening she came upon people outlined against the moonlit sky in 

Four ine Daisy, Mrs. Duvesant’s North Country the bows of the ship. Locked in a close 
amaz maid, who was thoroughly enjoying herself embrace. They had forgotten the moon 

Richard Bia Giackstone "B-3810 Flatiron Bldg. | New York aboard, now she had got over the home was behind them, as people will, at sea. 


100% Improvement Guaranteed 


Send today for free Voice Book tell 
eboat Trainee New SILENT Method 
‘enee your range, your tone 


— for free boc 


QICE INSTITUTE, Dest. 20-67 


When 


sickness. 

Together they foregathered around the 
electric iron, where Daisy was pressing out 
a white dress of her mistress’s. 

“T hear there is talk of an engagement 
between Miss Quayle and Major Morphis- 
ton,”’ Laura said, diffidently. “I don’t know 
if there is anything in it, do you?” 

Daisy laughed. 

“Don’t you believe a word of it, Miss. 


Laura recognized Jean by her hair—her 
dress. The other must be David Field. So 
they evidently were engaged, those two 

. . Laura sighed, sadly. 

But when the couple came up the com- 
panionway, and passed them, Laura saw to 
her amazement that Jean was not with 
David Field, but with Lynton King, who 
came aboard at Port Soudan. 

Her head swam. 
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The romance was getting something awful. 
She did not know where she was at all. But 
it seemed that the most she was likely to 
get was Major Morphiston telling her she 
was the kindest hearted woman on earth. 
She thrilled at the memory of that, and 
kept it by her. 

Major Morphiston’s affairs began to get 
on her nerves. She found herself lying 
awake at night, remembering all his rhap- 
sodies about Alison, and wondering whether 
divorce was really the simple thing he as- 
sured her it was, and whether Alison re- 
turned his affection as he said she did. And 
she grew cold, to think of herself contem- 
plating divorce in this calm fashion. What 
would Mrs. Champneys have said! 

She could not go on any longer without 
finding out how the land really lay. She 
did not want to encourage Major Morphis- 
ton, if his case were hopeless, nor depress 
and discourage him if it weren’t. Poor man, 
he had so much trouble and such indifferent 
health. 

She broached the subject one day to Mrs. 
MacMorrison, as they sat with David on 
the lower deck. Mrs. MacMorrison’s kind 
face wrinkled up in sudden laughter. 

“Major Morphiston and Mrs. Duvesant! 
My dear creature, what on earth put that 
into your head?” 

“Why, just putting two and two to- 
gether 

“IT assure you she has never as much as 
thought about him. Mrs. Duvesant has 
lost her heart to Mr. Brown, the purser. 
It is rather sad, really. She cannot keep her 
eyes off him. She has tried her best to get 
him to be friendly with her, but he won't 
have anything to do with her. She's a 
passenger and a purser isn’t allowed to be 
friendly with the passengers. Mr. Brown, 
if you really want to know, has fallen in 
love with Daisy. That nice little girl, Mrs. 
Duvesant’s maid.” 

“Then who,” asked Laura—sunk again, 
and quite dizzy—‘is in love with Major 
Morphiston? Surely, there is some one. 
It’s all very difficult. I can’t understand it. 
We never did things like this in Ilkley.” 

“Life at sea is different to anything else 
in the world. The only way to be happy 
is never believe half you hear, nor any- 
thing you see.” 

“And what’s more,” said Laura to her- 
self afterwards, “she’s right, too.” 


O, WHEN Fenella told her, after they 

left Colombo, that Jean Adair hadn’t 
married David Field after all, but had gone 
off to Calcutta, where she was going to 
marry the tall man, Lynton King, who came 
on at Port Soudan, Laura laughed and said, 
“I don’t believe a word of it.” 

“It’s quite true. And Maris Templeton 
and Captain Belton have got passages on 
the next ship back to England.” 

“Don’t you believe it, Fenella. It’s just 
ship talk. I’m not going to believe any- 
thing I hear on this ship, ever again. Why, 
do you know what they say about you? 
They say you are crazy about the captain, 
and him about you.” 

“That’s a lie, anyway,” said Fenella, 
shortly. 

“Of course it is. Never believe anything 
you're told on a ship. That’s the motto.” 

She could not think why she had ever 
disliked Fenella. She was a bit untidy, of 
course, but the kindest hearted kid. When 
she heard Laura was going to be a sister 
in the Rangoon Hospital, she said, “You 
must come and have dinner with us often, 
to cheer you up. I'll arrange it with uncle 
and we'll send the car for you.” 

She said, “I'll collect some other people 
off the boat if I can. It will be fun talk- 
ing it all over.” 

A real good natured girl, Laura decided, 
for all she looked so fast. 

Major Morphiston always joined her, 
now, when she went to sit on deck, because 
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Seeking 


FIT AND 


HEALTHY? 


Sure you are?! 


UTDOOR life is a great tonic for body and mind. Sum- 


mer days in the open spaces, health-giving hours on the « 
beach or mountain camp, days of exercise—these have brought 
glorious, happy health. 
- 


You can keep that outdoor health all through the long, in- 
door winter days! The “SEAT OF HEALTH” brings the out- 
doors right into your own home. Just a few minutes each day Cf}. 
on the “Seat of Health” means that you keep forever the vibrant, \ 
radiant Health and Vigor, the charm and magnetism of Beauty Bn 
and Health. 


Reduces the Stout—Builds up the Weak! 
You can now attain that smart- _— condition all the year round. =) 
ness and symmetry of figure Portable! yj 
you've always desired. Make The “SEAT OF HEALTH” ; 
your body alive, vibrant, beauti- 
ful! , The “SEAT OF HEALTH machine, abdominal chair and | 
will improve your whole physical complete body-builder—all in { { 
being and bring that most pre- one. So compact it folds up and saa \ | 
cious of all gifts—glorious beauty A SUITCASE. 
and radiant health! _ Endorsed by reputable Physical 
Culturists, Physicians, and Health 


5 Minutes a Day 
Brings Health to Stay! 


Ten different exercises for the 


Experts. 
Priced within the reach of every 
home. Liberal time payment 


Folds up in Suitcase 


terms with money-back guaran- 
tee. Send coupon foday for 
descriptive booklet. 


entire family. Adjustable to all 
ages and sizes. Exercise with lots 
of fun! 

Massages— dy natural body move- 
ment—the stomach, diaphragm 
and entire intestinal tract. Ban- 
ishes constipation, sluggish liver 
and gastric troubles and keeps 
your system in a normal healthy 


Health Sales Corp 

Dept. T—1 Park Place, New York, N. Y. 
Gentlemen: Please send me your illustrated book describing the 
SEAT OF HEALTH, postpaid and free of charge. . 
NABER... 


ADDRESS 


Catholi Hand illumined in’ beautiful Florentine 
atholics colors, this lovely painting is invaluable in 
The price of this beautiful gold its significance and beauty. Size 8x10 inches. 
iy iSt, Therese Little Flower Price $1, plus postage. Send no cash. If 
Sead your sine cad money accompanies order we pay postage. 
we will mail this lovely ring with Shipment prompt. 

COLOR ART STUDIO 


no further cost to you 
| 1966 Broadway New York City 


FRANKLIN JEWELRY CO. 
99D Nassau St. New York City 


RADIO CATALOG 


WHOLESALE PRICES 


Write for this 14%-page radio book of bar- 
gains in The New, Humiless, Screen Grid, 
A. C. all-electric and battery operated sets 
at wholesale prices. Everything in radio. 


CHICAGO SALVAGE STOCK STORES 
509 So. State St., Dept. 101, Chicago 


Make money taking pictures. Prepare quickly dur- 
ing spare time. Also earn while you learn. © ex- 
rience necessary. New easy method. Nothing else 
ike it. Send at once for free book, OPPORTUNITIES 
IN MODERN PHOTOGRAPHY, and tull particulars. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL OF PHOTOGRAPHY | 

Dept. 3187, 3601 Michigan Ave. Chicago, U. S. A. 
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You too will say good riddance 
to burdensome flesh. You toowill 
enjoy slender, fashionable lines 


blip ~ celebrated French treatment is so sim- 
ple delightful! No exhausting exercise— 


dangerous drugs. 


tiresome dieting—no 

Merely a series of refreshing, fragrant baths. 
Society leaders have introduced the treatment 
to America and thousands of women in all 
walks of life are mighty thankful. Considering 


I cost is surprisingly low— 


treatment. 


obtained, the 
for two weeks’ 


Sample 25c 


Sufficient 


enehts 


for one treatment 


sting booklet ‘The Charming Figure’ sent free 
on request, 


Intere 


stores, hairdressers, 
does not carry 
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department 
f your dealer 
we will gladly supply you 
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‘ inning Salt, 


Sel Amaigrissant Clarks 
Clarks Thinning Salt) 
The Orient Co. North Wales, Pa. 


On sale at such stores as Altman, Stern, Gimbel, Macy, 
Park & Tilford in New York; Jordan, Marsh & Co., 
boston; Marshall Field & Co. Chicago; Wanamaker, 

re & Clothier and Evans, Philadelphia; Halle 

7] May Co., Cleveland; Joseph Horne Co 

Pittsburg! D. H. Holmes Co., New Orleans; 8. Kahn 
Sons Co., Washington; J. L. Hudson Co., Detroit; The 
White House, San Francisco. 


Big Profits in Candy Making! 


Alice Bradley, famous teacher, shows how 

to make and se// her “APPROVED” Home- 

Made Candies Work 
equipment boxes, adv. 

plans—everything provided. 

| 

Sr first $100 profits or money back 


Write t “work sheet” on FUDGE, 


sheet formulas, 


cards, full selling 


eek 


olay for free 


AMERICAN SCHOOL OF HOME ECONOMICS 


833 East 58th Street, Chicago 


| $1260 to $3400 


a Year 


STEADY WORK 


Vacation 
with full pay 


MEN - WOMEN 


| 
| 


18 to 50 
Coupon 1s 
Valuable. 
MAIL IT AT 
ONCE, 
| FRANKLIN INSTITUTE Dept. A303, Roc MY. 
1 Rush to me FREE OF CHARGE, list of U. 5. Government BIG 
PAY now obtainable. Send me FREE 32 page book telling § 
1 salaries, duties, hours, ete. me how to get a position. i 
1 Address ! 


Make money | 
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one else had gotten off at 
Colombo. Far from being, as she had 
feared, devastated when Alison Duvesant 
went away with her husband without any- 
thing in the least romantic happening, 
Major Morphiston was just his usual self. 

“My tummy,” he said, “is all to pieces 
this morning. But I have no one but my- 
self to blame. I should not have bathed 
at Mount Lavinia. For one in my state of 
health it was madness. Or possibly it may 
have been the melon we had last night for 
dinner. I wonder. But you had melon 


practically every 


also, and you seem all right.” 


HE dining tables had been re-arranged 

since Colombo. Laura found herself 
seated next to the captain, in Fenella’s 
place. She was immensely embarrassed at 
this and begged Fenella to change back, but 
Fenella said, “Goodness, I’ve had him all 
the way from Liverpool. It’s time some 
one else had a turn.” 

“Which proves,” thought Laura triumph- 
antly “all the talk about them is wrong. 
I must tell Mrs. MacMorrison when I write 
to her.” 

Beside her sat Major Morphiston, which 
was a good arrangement, because she was 
able to give him many helpful hints as to 
what he should and should not eat. 

“Life,” said Major Morphiston, “is a 
queer business. I have always had a secret 
conviction that I would die a bachelor. I 
don’t deny I like women. Perhaps it is 
that I like them all too much and so can 
never make up my mind.” 

She really felt sorry for him. The poor 
fellow believed every word he said, but it 
was plain he was no more fitted to manage 
his own affairs than a child. And he looked 
so large, so manly, so strong. 


HE good ship Royalshire steamed up 
the muddy Rangoon river, all amongst 
the sampans, the launches and the sea gulls. 
There on deck was Major Morphiston, a 
face the color of chalk. What, oh what, 
had happened to him now. She ran men- 
tally through his last lunch on board. Noth- 
ing that she could think of, would have 
upset him thus. 
He handed her a telegram, smiling wryly. 
“My death warrant,” he said. “That’s 
all.” The telegram said, “Proceed Military 
Police Depot Upper Chindwin soon as pos- 
sible. Station Sawbwin.” 
“Well now,” said Laura. 
And isn’t it a nice place?” 


“Fancy that! 


“Nice? Ten days march from anywhere. 
Ten days from the nearest doctor. Four- 
teen days from the nearest nurse. They 


have to come from Rangoon, but as a rule 
the patient is dead long before they get 
there. I certainly shall be. All along dur- 
ing this voyage I have had a strange pre- 
sentiment that it was my last. That I shall 
never pass this way again.” 

Laura could have wept. 

“Why, wouldn’t they alter it if you were 
to tell them you haven't been well?” 

He laughed hollowly. 

“One man’s death is another man’s pro- 
motion,” he said. “My sciatica has been 
very bad for three days. At the moment 
my right hand is completely numb. It 


doesn’t matter.” 


her departure 


upset that 
over without her real- 
izing it had begun. She never said good- 
by to half the people she meant to. Fenella 
kissed her and told her not to forget Fri- 
day, and so distressed was she that for 
the moment she could not even think what 
Friday was. Major Morphiston went be- 
low with his telegram and his grief and she 
did not see him again 

The vast red brick edifice of the Rangoon 
Hospital absorbed her into itself, and she 
was so busy finding her way about, that 
she had little time to think of anything else 
until Friday. 

Fenella sent a motor car for her, just as 
she had said she would. Laura was happy 
when she went into the drawing-room and 


Laura so 


off the boat was 


was 


saw the captain, and Major Morphiston 
was there also 
“IT declare,” she thought. “Quite a 


party.” 

Major Morphiston seemed glad to see her. 
During dinner they outfitted a medicine 
chest together, and had the happiest time 
After dinner people played bridge. Laura 
could not play. Mrs. Champneys had al- 
ways said it was another wile of the 
Devils! Major Morphiston joined her. It 
appeared his hand was too numb to allow 
him to hold a card. He took her out on 
to the veranda to listen to the owls. 

“You hear finer owls in Rangoon than 
anywhere else in the world,” he said. He 
seemed strangely urgent about the owls. 
But once having gotten her out on to the 
veranda he forgot them. He caught at her 
hand, and said, “Laura, for God’s sake, 
marry me.” 

She stared at him, dizzy with surprise. 

“I mean it. I do. From the very begin- 
ning, ever since I realized how kind and 
capable you were, I knew you were the 
woman for me. A man follows many odd 
stars, but in the end, Laura, he comes home. 
Darling, say you will. I shan’t mind where 
they send me if you come, too. Oh, Laura, 
put me out of my anguish and say you will.” 

He took her in his arms, hiding his face 
against her neck. Not at all large or pos- 
sessive. Rather frightened—like David 
MacMorrison meeting a stranger on the way 
from his bath. Laura looked round her 
wildly ... Was she dreaming? Was she 
mad ? 


URTHER down the veranda she saw Cap- 

tain Grace. His arms were round Fenella’s 
waist. Nothing any one said meant any- 
thing. There was no sense in life at all. 
Why should she, Laura, struggle to remain 
sane in a completely mad world? 

As she kissed the top of Major Morphis- 


ton’s handsome head, she found herself 
thinking, “Wouldn’t the matron be sur- 
prised.” 


She said, “I'll marry you if you want 
me to, of course. And I'll look after you 
real well. I know how to. I was with 
mother for years, and the cottage on the 
moors was pretty isolated, too. Don’t you 
worry. You'll be all right.” 

“Darling, you will? What a weight off 
my mind. [I shall sleep tonight. I never 
closed my eyes last night. I had strange 
sensations like nausea, followed by giddiness, 
and a coldness in the lower extremities.” 


HE three prize winning letters—in the “To 


Go or Not to Go to 


College” contest—will 


be published in the November issue of SMART 


SET. Watch for them 


best letter will receive 


! The winner of the 
an award of fifty dol- 


lars—the winners of the two next best letters 


will receive prizes of twenty-five dollars each. 
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Fall Fashions Emphasize Coats and —" 


[Continued from page 71| 


appreciate the atmosphere which I am try- 
ing to convey to you as the basis of your 
fall wardrobe. 


N INTERESTING feature of these new 

autumn coats, and one which coincided 
nicely with our purpose, was the almost 
complete absence of the very straight-line 
coat. Flares, and not too abrupt ones, were 
the bases of all the smart models, and there 
was a suggestion of the 
fitted line which contrib- 
uted a rather girlish note. 
Another very striking 
style feature, and one to 
which I must particu- 
larly direct your atten- 
tion, was the two-third 
length coat which was 
worn as a part of the 
new fall ensembles. The 
short hip-top coat, so 
popular last season, was 
practically out of the 
picture except for sports 
wear. The three-quarter 
coat was not without its 
sponsors, but I think 
that the difference be- 
tween the short coat and 
the three-quarter-length 
coat is a little too great 
to span in one season. 
And so I am going to 
suggest that you adhere 
to the two-third-length 
coat for all but your 
sports ensembles. For these, either the short 
or two-thirds types will be equally satis- 
factory. 

We come now to the daytime dress selec- 
tions. Here my very excellent advisor made 
a pertinent criticism which I think hit the 
mark squarely. It was her feeling that the 
sharp hemline flare was one of the greatest 
detractors from feminine elegance. She 
thought that the abrupt distension which 
occurred in the vicinity of the knees utterly 
destroyed the sleek symphony of design 
which is part and parcel of the mode’s 
gentler mood. On this score I agreed with 
her absolutely, and so, I think, will you. 


ERE again we were in rare luck. For 

by some fortunate twist of fate the 
new autumn fashions are offering us a 
choice between the tempestuous flare of 
summer and a much more subtle, scarcely 
widening line. Of course we chose the 
latter, and the results were really astound- 
ing. If you wear a frock which is developed 
along semi-molded princess lines, which holds 
to the hips in the approved modern man- 
ner, and which then ripens into a low-placed 
fulness that gives the silhouette a smoother, 
longer and infinitely more graceful appear- 
ance, you are going to discover that you 
have actually recaptured some of the old, 
dulcet fragrance. 

Of course you are going to wear longer 
skirts. As you have probably guessed my 
venerable friend from Back Bay was not 
even entirely pleased with the new longer 
skirts which the shops are offering this 
season. Yet she was quick to confess that 
they marked a real advance over last year. 

You are going to find some vast differ- 
ences of opinion, graphically expressed, on 
the fall skirt length question. In London 
and in Paris some of the smartest society 
women are actually wearing skirts which 
reach pretty close to their ankles. It goes 
without saying that this fashion is going to 
be repeated here and it is not beyond the 
bounds of possibility that it will enjoy 
one of those sudden, devastating vogues 


which 
night. 


capture an_ entire 


Yet I am not inclined to believe that this | 
and if it does I scarcely think | 


will happen, 
that the more youthful fashionables will 
adopt this theme. The ideal skirt length 
for autumn should come to somewhere be- 


tween three and four inches below the knees. | 
Last year it was only two, and so you see | 


we really are progressing. 

A short paragraph 
here about the waist- 
line. It is higher. In 
fact, it is practically nor- 
mal, and for this de- 
voutly wished consum- 
mation you may sing 
pewans of praise to the 
tuck-in blouse. This is 
one of the remarkably 
outstanding 
current fashions and it 
simply has to have a} 
place in your wardrobe. 


the most effective field 
for it. 


month, so far as my con- 
sultant was concerned, 
was our search for even- 
ing clothes. Here we 
truly have a revival of 
magnificence that, in its 
highest expression, ac- 
tually beggars the royal 
luxury of the Titans. It is not possible to 
catalogue the many themes which can be 
effectively exploited in this sector of fashion. 
No motif is too elaborate and none is too 
extreme. In a general way, emphasis is at- 
tached to the princess silhouette and high- 
waisted treatments. 

Another smart and fairly characteristic 
note is the skirt flare which commences at a 
fitted hip-yoke and then wends its mag- 
nificent course, gaining fulness as it pro- 
ceeds by means of rippling tiers, circular 
effects or the ever reliable godet. It is hard 
not to be feminine in these new robes du 
soir and you should certainly not find it 
difficult to portray the gentle, luxuriant 
femininity which we are striving to attain 
this season. 


COLOR which has suddenly boomed 
into prominence and is bound to be one 


of the leading, if not the most significant | 


hue for autumn, is brown and it is appearing 
in every shade from the richest to the light- 
est beige. This hue is succeeding capucine 
as the major shade of the season, and you 
may count upon it as assured that the vogue 
for brown will carry through the winter 
months. 

Among materials there is no let-up to 
the tweed vogue and this fabric is appearing 
in all sorts of coarsely and finely woven 
versions as well as unusual color combina- 
tions. Naturally there is a sharp tendency 
toward brown mixtures right now. Flat 
crepes, crepe-satin, faille, Canton and velvet 
are other materials which stand a little out 
from the crowds in the array of new 
fashions. 

Our shopping tour for this month has 
come to an end. We have had, as you 
know, one principal object in mind in mak- 
ing these selections, and that was to cultivate 
semething which at least approached the 
spirit of pre-war elegance. I think that in 
the models photographed in this issue—and 
they are an unusually low-priced group— 
we have succeeded in capturing that elusive 
spirit. 


country over | 
| 


themes of | 


You will find sports wear | 


| 
I think the happiest 
Three excellent shoe models. part of our tour this 
Dress shoe of black kid with 
interesting heel; brown 
strapped slipper with deco- 
rative triangles of snakeskin; 
sports shoe of brown and 

white buckskin 
Courtesy of James Stoner 
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First Arrivals for Fall— 
Distinguished New Models 


DEBUTANTE 
(High Heel, medium round toe) 
White Moire 

Gold or Silver Kid Trim $10.00 

ck Moire 

Black Silk Kid Trim $10.00 
Black or Brown Suede 

Calf Trim to match $10.00 


LAWRENCE 


(High Cuban leather hee!) 
Black Suede 


Black Calf Trim $8.85 
Brown Suede 
Brown Calf Trim $8.85 


THE PARK 
Black Suede 
Black Calf Trim $8.85 
Brown Suede 
Brown Calf Trim $8.85 
Black or Blue Kid $8.85 


JAMES STONER 


7 west 42nd. at Sth Ave- NewYork 
The Fashion Cross Roads of the World 
lease send my copy of your Style Book : 
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Who Else 
wants a good 


the past we have 
ylaced HUNDREDS of men 
in fine positions with Contrac- 
tors, Engineers, Architects, 
Builders and big manufacturing 
companies. These men used to 
be clerks, mechanics, beginners 
and laborers. Today they are 
TRAINED men, doing work the 
enjoy —well-paid, and best of all, 
set for still further advancement. 
If youare trying to solve a similar 
rsonal problem, let us help you. 
et us tell you about the wonder- 
ful positions open Draftamen, 
how we prepare you for them, at 
home in spare time, and the serv- 
ice we provide to place you when 
you are ready. 
FREE BOOK tells just how 


rfree Tells 
you have 


stepped into well-p nid positions 
after a rapid course of practical 
training l ome of our 

ful con- 
in the drafting ssful con 


rooms of the 

Mic heli mane, 

Steel 

Mare 


their rapid climb 
independence 
Toom 
Write today. statins age, occupa- 
tion, schooling and experience. Anc 
with our free Drafting book we'll 
set before you & surprming oppor- 
y to imerease your earning 
without risking a penny 
of your money. 
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Most amazing money-making 
opportunity of the age! 


> w new kitchenware in 5 sparkling 

to housewives—and clean up 
BIG PROFITS! Pots, pans, strainers, 
tools—over 20 kitchen necessities in 
luding famous $30,000 coffee pot in 
brilliant red, blue, green, orange, ivory. 


demonstration. 
Premiums to 
spare time 
Outfit and Prices FREE 
home selling plan, 
Nothing like it ever 
charge No deposit. 
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orders 
Start 
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ample Write 
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Free no 
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MODERN KITCHENWARE 
Dept. 5-P, 176 West Adams, Chicago, Ill. 


Save 50¢ On Smart Set! 


you will enter a six-month subscrip- 
or you may have Smart Set for I7c a 
copy—$!1 for the half year! Hundreds of 
thousands every month pay half again as 
much Regular subscription price $3 a 
year Canadian postage six months 25c; 
foreign postage 50c six months. 
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You too can have 


Brings Quick 
Results 


of flat chested girls and women 
My own treatment will 
a full firm form Ugly lines disappear 
application of my rich luscious 
The results are truly magical 


usands 


I have 


helped t 
develop a beautiful feminine form 


quickly give you 
just by the simple 
MARVEL A CREAM 


FREE Confidential instructions how to mould 
your form to full, rounded, shapely pro- 
portions included with my jar of Marvela Cream. 


SAVE $1.00—Send only $1.00 for large jar. (Regular $2.00 
Size) mailed postpaid in plain wrapper. Limited time offer. 


MARY TITUS 
105 East 13th Street. Dept. 1010, New York, N. Y. 
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Wanted—The Girl of My Dreams 


[Continued from page 25] 


the rows of girls 
down front, even from the days previous to 
that, the days when the fan letters began 
to pour in upon me, I have longed to go 
home and talk it all over with some one. 

Instead I enter my apartment only to 
face a secretary, a manager, a press agent, 
and well, I guess by this time you understand 
I have everything, and yet I have nothing 
Sounds silly, but it is an old story, and true. 

Partly my own fault? Yes. You see, 
I have a dream girl, who is somewhat like 
the ones I sing about, and she is difficult to 
find. The situation is like the song I wrote, 
and made popular. 


to my amazement saw 


“For I’m just a vagabond lover 

In search of a sweetheart it seéms, 
And I know that some day I'll discover, 
The girl of my vagabond dreams.” 


I think my songs go over because I am in 
earnest. I honestly want to find “the sweet- 
| heart of all my dreams.” She is elusive. I 
cannot picture her where looks are con- 
cerned, but in ways she is very clear to me. 
She must not be the kind of girl who chases 
after men. That’s fatal. Those girls who 
persist upon taking advantage of leap year 
are very foolish. 


AM sure the girl of my dreams will never 

wear the wrong type of clothes. Clash- 
ing colors, low heels with an evening dress, 
high heels with a sport frock. Those kinds 
of tiny faults jar a man’s eyes like the dis- 
cords that hit the super-sensitive ears of a 
musician. 

If my ideal girl turns out to be the little 
fluffy-haired type she will wear dainty or- 
gandy dresses. If she is more sophisticated 
she will sport tight, form-fitting gowns. 
Always she will be garbed in perfect taste. 
Never will she indulge in shrill, obnoxious 
laughter, vulgar dancing and actions. She 
will have bobbed hair if bobbed hair suits 


her, and long hair providing it fits her type. 
If she smokes she will not smoke for effect, 
but simply because she enjoys a cigarette. 
It is almost needless for me to add that she 
will not drink to excess, for to my mind, and 
I think to the minds of all men, there is 
nothing quite so disgusting as the sight of a 
woman who is really drunk. 

Women are born to be lovely, not com- 
mon. Perhaps my ideal girl will be a flap- 
per. I love flappers. Few people understand 
them. Beneath that frivolous exterior which 
seems to be such a vital part of their being, 
lies strength. The strength of muscles—of 
morals—of keen brains. The thing I don’t 
like about flappers is their title. Flappers. 
The word is ugly. There is nothing poetic 
about its sound. Nothing beautiful. It 1s 
not a name worthy of the modern girl. 

I may be entirely wrong, but those are 
my views. The ideas of a romanticist. The 
critics say my voice breathes romance. Per- 
haps they know that whenever I sing I 
actually am calling out to that ideal girl 
who must be waiting somewheres. 


HAVE always been an idealist, an imag- 
inative dreamer. As a young boy I was 
a typical hero-worshipper. At college my 
model was Rudy Wiedoft, the saxophone 
artist. I would sit for hours, just listening 
to his records. So my classmates kidded me 


and nicknamed me Rudy. My real title, 
Hubert Prior, was discarded. Vallée, my last 
name, retained. Thus Rudy Vallée. 


I must admit there is something else I 
want. You see, at the time of this writing. 
I wake early each morning, and I play so 
many performances, sometimes five a day, 
besides tea music, dinner music, rehearsals, 
and the work at my club, “The Villa Vallée” 
continues until very late. This has been go- 
ing on for months now, so frankly, I would 
like to find an extra twenty-four hours just 
for myself, and then spend that spare day 
and precious night—just sleeping. 


Taking Out the Kinks 


[Continued from page 67] 


dreamy stretching of the neck in every di- 
rection. This is fine, too, for that hint of 
a double chin! 

The last exercise for which I have space 
is both relaxing and stimulating. It should 
be practised before an open window. And 
if you do it at all you should do it with vigor 
and enthusiasm. Fast music, if you have 
music. Stand erect, feet firm, head up, chin 
in. Be sure your legs and arms are free to 
move. Begin running, standing still, lifting 
the feet a few inches from the floor, grad- 
ually higher, till your knees come up as high 
as you can bring them. Let your arms fly 
from your body at will, raising them higher 
and outward. Slow down, letting the arms 
down, and rest. While you rest take deep 
full breaths. 


STRENUOUS exercise like this running- 

in-the-same-place one should be prac- 
tised only a few moments. And you should 
lie flat on your back afterwards to get the 
full effects. 

Lack of poise is due to many things. The 
most important seem to be nervous tension 
and lack of coordination. Nervous tension 
is not easy to overcome, but the right kind 
| of mild exercise and deep breathing will help 
|a lot. Cultivating a calm manner will do 
| more than any course of medicine or rugged 
‘gymnastics. Letting little worries mount up, 


letting other people’s troubles affect you too 
deeply—these are things which undermine 
poise and serenity. 

Bad coordination, common in children, is 
also apparent in grown-up girls who find 
themselves ill at ease in public. This is more 
difficult to remedy, but these exercises, just 
given, and similar ones, will bring you better 
muscular control, better rhythms in the 
everyday matters of life. 

The gorgeous, healthy girl, alert, practical, 
sympathetic, happy, is the girl who will be 
a beautiful girl long after her lazy or tense 
friends of today have vanished into fat or 
neurotic women. 

I have often asked men what they like in 
a girl’s looks and habits. They vary on the 
subjects of bobs and long hair; they disagree 
on the amount of make-up that is just right. 
Men approve of fine perfumes, but disagree 
on any special odor. They are unanimous 
that manicuring is terribly important—that 
this and that and all the little things girls do 
to look lovely are absolutely necessary. But 
when I asked men about the kind of girl they 
liked to dance with, however, there was only 
one answer! Be you ever so interesting or 
ever so skillful in the little things of charm, if 
your body as a whole is not graceful and well- 
controlled, men won't enjoy dancing with 
you! So if for no other reason, it’s worth 
while to cultivate poise, grace, composure. 
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A Gamble in Futures! 


[Continued from page 41] 


“Ta, 

“We will get her back.” 

“But how?” 

“You have always been in love with her?” 

He nodded. 

“And you will always be?” 

Once more he signified his assent. 

“Well then, from this moment you cease 
to be the man she knows so well. You 
become another. You accept her—her af- 
fairs and her indifference—as casually as 
she accepts your love. And why? Because, 
from this moment, you are hopelessly, ar- | 


back again with you, would it not, ney 
| 
| 


Kara Vania extinguished her cigarette be- | 
fore she answered. Then she said, simply, 
coolly, “Me.” 


HROUGHOUT the gambling rooms, in 
the bars and restaurants, among all the 
frequenters of Monte Carlo, and indeed, 
along the whole Riviera, gossip and specu- 
lation hummed. 
Kara Vania had returned. 
Those who had arrived during her four 
days absence were enlivened with stories of 
her past coups at the tables—stories that 
grew with the telling. 

Of the woman herself, no more was known 
than formerly. But, as invariably happens, 
the less one knew, the more one told. It 
was variously rumored that she had once 
been the mistress of a Grand Duke, a Com- 
tesse in her own right, a favorite in a Sul- 
tan’s harem and a peasant girl in Bessarabia. 

For young Carruthers to have become 
ensnared in the charms of Kara Vania 
would have been in no way remarkable. 
That he was seemed evident enough. What 
made the whole affair incredible was that | 
Kara Vania apparently was no less in love | 
with him. 

All in all, it was a piquant morsel for the | 
omniverous gossips along the Céte d’Azur. | 
And it was a morsel that Cynthia Carruthers 
chose to digest reflectively. 

She had greeted Dale casually on his re- 
turn to their apartment. 

“You're looking well. Did you have a 
pleasant holiday?” 

“Splendid,” he assured her. “I wish you 
might have been there. You didn’t mind 
my going?” 

“Not at all.” 

“Have a good time while I was away?” 

“Fairly. The usual sort of thing.” 

She waited as if she expected him to 
question her further, and when he didn’t, 
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It Seemed So Strange 
to Hear Her Play 


We Knew She Had Never Taken 
a Lesson from a Teacher 


HAT night of the party when she said, 
“Well, folks, I'l] entertain you with some 
selections from Grieg’’—we thought she was 
joking. But she actually did get up and seat 
herself at the piano. 
Everyone laughed. I was sorry for her. But 


she added, “I didn’t know you were coming | suddenly the room was hushed. 


back today so I made an engagement.” 

Dale said quickly, “That’s all rigLt. I 
should have let you know sooner.” 

Again she waited for a question that did 
not come. “I'll break it if you like,” she 
suggested, finally. 

“Don’t do that, please.” 


She played “Anitra’s Dance”—played it with 
such soul fire that everyone swayed forward, 
tense, listening. When the last glorious chord 
vanished like an echo, we were astonished—and 


contrite. “How did you do it?” “We can’t be- 


lieve you never had a teacher!” 

“Well,” she laughed, “I just got tired of being 
left out of things, and I decided to do something 
that would make me popular. I couldn't afford 


an expensive teacher and I didn’t have time for a 
lot of practice—so I decided to take the famous 


U. S. School of Music 


HIS was before Cynthia had heard the | 
gossip linking her husband’s name with 
that of Kara Vania. This was before she 
had seen them together. But no one, not 
even a wife, could long remain unaware of 
the apparent relationship between the two. | 
For Carruthers and Kara Vania lunched | 
together, dined togther, danced together. | 
Only in the gambling rooms of the Casino | 
did they separate and even there they but | 
played at different tables in the same bac- | 
carat room. 
It was impossible for Cynthia Carruthers | 
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so long a time Dale had been to her but 
one of many interests, that the web of 
outside affairs she had woven about herself 
still held her fast Carruthers made no 
engagements without first suggesting some 
appointment with her; it was the engage- 
ments she made without thought of him that 


| gave him his freedom to be with Kara. 


bee’ once Cynthia protested 

I hardly ever see you,” she told him 

With a swift look of contrition, Dale said, 
“I’m _ sorry I didn’t realize. You know 
I'd rather be with you than any one else. 
Shall we do something today ?” 

“I’m having luncheon with the Van 
Buskirks.” 

“Later this afternoon, then, or for dinner.” 

“We're all going to Nice for the tennis 
matches. And to Maxim’s, afterward.” 

“It would appear,” said Dale, “that I’m 
out of luck.” 

“You might come with me.” 

“We've had that out before, haven't we? 
I can’t afford your friends and the things 
they do. And I don't like either well 
enough to spend your money on them.” 

Cynthia tossed her head. “If you still 
persist in being difficult, of course—” 

“But I don’t, dear.” Dale reached over 
and took her hand. “I don’t object to any- 
thing you do as long as you enjoy doing it.” 

She looked at him quietly for a moment 
and then said, “You might have some 
consideration for me.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“You must know the amount of gossip 
you're causing.” 

“You and this woman.” 

Dale laughed. “Surely you don’t take 
that seriously.” 

“Every one else seems to.” 

“But you've told me yourself how mali- 
cious gossip always is.” 

Cynthia had told him that when he had 
mentioned Larry. She decided to ignore 
the remark. 

“I don’t see why you bother with her, 
anyway.” 


“IT like her,” he said, frankly. “She has 


personality, charm and common sense.” 


| 


“And a reputation.” 

“Interesting people usually have, haven't 
they?” That, too, was one of the lines 
Cynthia had used about Hartwell. 

“You must know how tremendously I 
love you, Cyn,” he went on, seriously. “But 
after all it was you who first insisted on 
our individual right to separate friends— 
separate interests—all that sort of thing.” 

Cynthia started to speak, looked at him, 
instead, between uncertainty and anger, 
then rose and left the room 

For ten days she left him very much to 
himself. A month before, those ten days 
would have been a period of mute misery 

Now, however, his wife’s attitude awoke 
in him a feeling of regret rather than of 
hurt. He had no time to relapse into a 
state of introspective moodiness nor, for 
that matter, the inclination to do so. He 
was too busy. 

It was not so much that Kara Vania had 
opened up a new world to him; she had 
merely and solely taken him back to the 
one he had lived in before his marriage. 

“I wish, somehow, that this might last 
forever,” Dale told her one day, as they 
lingered over luncheon in the gardens of the 
Majestic, in Nice 

Kara Vania looked at him through veiled 
eyes. And then said, slowly, “Instead of 
that—the end.” 

“T don’t understand.” In quick alarm. 

“I mean, mon ami, that our pretty little 
comedy—has drawn to its final curtain.” 

“Never!” he protested. “It—it can’t! I 
won't let it!” 

Kara Vania shrugged her shoulders. 

“It was but to help you—that is all.” 


“I know but— 
“It has accomplished that purpose, no?” 
“Tremendously. Only—” 

“And now there is but one thing to do.” 

“I shan’t let you go, yet.” 

“That is not the question Of your 
letting me gx me letting you go. We 
separate. That is all.” 

“But—” 

“There is, you know, such a thing as an 
anticlimax.” 

For a time they sat in silence. 

“You love your wife. You will always 
love her. So you told me. I have helped 
you to forget. You drink no more. You 
are happy. And it may be that I have 
done something else. We shall see. So, 
it is over.” 

He closed his eyes 

“I wish—” he began 

“Don’t wish,” she said. 
be happy.” 

“Tomorrow,” she said, at last, “you leave 
for Paris. Two days later, you sail for 
America.” 

He eyed her in blank amazement. 

“But how can I! Cynthia! What of 
her ?” 

“Have I made any mistake so far?” 

“No.” 

“Then trust me—this once more. It is 
all arranged for you. Your final gamble. 

“A little party is arranged for Switzerland. 
Among others, my friend, your wife is 
included. You will be asked, too, of course. 
It is not expected that you will go. Nor, 
as a matter of fact, will you.” Her lips 
smiled at him. “Instead you are going 
home.” 

“How did you discover about Switzer- 
land ?” 

“Does it matter? The important thing 
is what every one who gambles with life 
and for life knows—the moment to risk 
everything. For you that moment has come. 

“You are independent now. Your share 
in what we have won in the past four 
weeks is over forty thousand dollars. 
Enough to take you back, to re-establish 
you. And if your wife won't go with you— 
are you worse off than you are now? And 
it she does—” 

They sat in silence. There came the faint 
murmur of music from the hotel. It 
was in Dale Carruther’s mind to protest 
vehemently against the suddenness of it 
all. His feeling for Kara Vania seemed 
inescapable; regarding her now across the 
table he was conscious only of the utter 
desirability of her. 

Sitting there now, fascinated by the subtle 
charm of her, yet was he forced, even 
against his will, to an inward admission 
oi the rightness of the course she chose for 
him. His eyes sought hers; held them 
Bye and bye they both smiled. At length 
her shadowed lids fell. 

“And so,” he said, at length, “it is the end.” 

She did not answer. Instead she opened 
her bag and handed him an envelope. 

“What's that?” he asked. 

“Your share of the winnings. And tickets 
for the Ile de France. Already, you see, I 
have contracted the efficiency of the Amer- 
ican.” She rose. 

“And now—” 

With his eyes still fastened on her face, 
Dale said slowly, “You are more than a 
beautiful woman, Kara Vania.” 

Kara Vania laughed. 

“I am not a woman,” she said. “I am 
a thousand women in one. And all of 
them, my friend, very wicked women.” 


“Be content to 


ARRUTHERS found his wife standing 
gazing out of the window. 
“Hello,” he said. “I thought you were 
in Grasse.” 
“TI changed my mind,” she answered, with- 
out turning. 


“In a way I’m glad. I have something 
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no?” 
do.” 


your 


We 


that I want very much to tell you.” 
“T have a lot to tell you!” she cried hotly. 
“Suppose you hear me first,” he said, 
calmly. “I’m going back to the States. I 
sail Friday, on the Ile de France.” 
“What?” 
“You can come with me, or stay here, 
as you choose. Only, if you do come with 


me, it will be as my wife.” 
“And what do you mean by that?” 


“That I shall be the head of the house 
and pay the bills. That is all.” 

“And if I refuse.” 

“That,” he said, “is up to you.” 

“I do! Absolutely.” 

He bowed. 


“I am sorry.” 

He left the room. In his own apartment 
he sat, silent for a long, long time. For 
once Kara Vania had been wrong. Ah, 
well. At least he could start again, alone. 

So, after all, he was going back alone. 
Cynthia. Kara Vania. Memories. Going 
back to where he had been five years before. 


The deck became crowded. Passengers 
and friends. Noise, confusion, excitement. 
He sought the smoking room. That, too, 


meeting—a meeting in which she arrested 
his attention by something daringly, dra- 
matically uncivilized, startled him into the 
realization that here at last was the perfect 
type for his desert girl, and ended by re- 
vealing graciously her identity and _ her 
willingness to accept the part. 

But she met no one, and strolled at last 


across her aunt’s lawn wondering, half- 
seriously, what Cleopatra would do in a 
case like this. Make an opportunity, no 


doubt—but how? 

“Cooper,” she asked her aunt’s gardener 
suddenly, “are the woods on the other side 
of Birch Hollow still the same?” 

“About the same, Miss. There’s been 
some gypsies there—don’t know whether 
they’re gone yet or not.” 

Gypsies! The word struck a spark some- 
where in the new recklessness of Rita’s 
mood and the next instant flashes of a half- 
formed, fantastic plan were crowding through 
her mind—that old trunk of costumes up- 
stairs in the attic—Larry’s party that very 
evening—and Aunt Ellen always in bed by 
nine-thirty— 


HE evening was dragging just a little, 

thought Larry. A _ desultory poker 
game claimed five of the party; across the 
room, at the piano, his sister Celia and Miles 
Blakelee were trying over songs. 

He was crossing toward the open front 
door when he became suddenly aware of 
an amazing figure that had apparently just 
come up on to the porch—a dark and arro- 
gantly handsome face, brilliant colors and 
voluminous skirts— 

“You send for me?” 
parition 

“I? Send for you?” he echoed blankly. 

The others in the room, turning to see 
who was there, frankly stared. The gypsy 
vouchsafed them not a glance. 

“The chief tell us you ask for a reader 
of fortunes. I, Varitza, am the best.” 

Larry was still looking at her with a 
puzzled expression, but now the others began 
to chime in. 

“If you didn’t send for her, you should 
have, Larry!” 

“Do read our fortunes, Gypsy!” 

“We can’t pass up a chance like this!” 

Larry gravely invited her in, and an in- 
stant’s silence fell as Varitza’s yellow and 
crimson cotton robes swept across the 


observed the ap- 
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was infested with a mob of chattering people. 


His room would be quiet. There he 
could be alone. Somewhere a_ whistle 
sounded. In another moment or so, they 


Personal 
(Belt 


would be under way. 

As he entered the corridor, he noticed that 
his cabin door was ajar. With a foot, he | 
kicked it open and the stood rooted in| 
silence on the threshold. 

From the window seat Cynthia 
tremulously up at him. 


smiled | 


the 
the 


ARA VANIA sat on the terrace of 
Hotel de Paris gazing out over 
azure waters of the Mediterranean. 

An attentive waiter saw her—went to her 
—and hovered over her. 

“Is there anything that Madame desires?” | 

She looked up at him. 

“Yes,” she said. 

He waited. And when she did not speak, 
he persisted. “There is something I can do | 
for Madame?” 

“You?” She smiled a little. “Nothing.” 

Being a waiter, he waited. But being an 
intelligent waiter, and a respecter of moods, 
he did not wait long. 
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Every one crowded around as _ Doris 
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which the gypsy enthroned herself. fortab e an ives a freedom heretofore 
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waiting group, and was beginning to feel | 
that she was getting her second wind, so to 
speak. Her heart no longer pounded in her 
breast, and her blood was singing with the | 
consciousness of her success. 

She had left her four subjects thrilled, 
reluctantly impressed, or skeptical but in- 
terested, as the case might be. 

“You next, Stephanie,” some one was 
saying. 

That was it, Stephanie Rush! And that 
thin brown-faced man was her husband. 
Rita, recalling fully now where she had seen 
her and the story hinted at the time, decided 
on an impulse that she would give ened 
her money’s worth. 

She gave her a long and deliberately | 


searching gaze. 
“No,” she said at length, “not here. If | 
you wish me to read your fortune, we must 
be alone.” 
And she remained adamant on this point, 


in spite of surprise and expostulations from 
the others and Stephanie herself. In the 
end the two were shown into Larry’s den. 
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SRE, behind closed doors, Rita sketched 
in quick, vivid strokes the affair 


with the Italian diplomat Stephanie had ft 

guarded so carefully, and, she had thought, — 
so successfully, until her keen glance per- favorite 
ceived that Stephanie was really pale under —Write 


her rouge. 
Feeling that she had shot her best ar-| ~~~. 


rows, and not wishing to weaken the effect, the 
Varitza declined to say anything further, C)) SS 
and a somewhat subdued Stephanie presently 

opened the door. GLEN MARIANNE SHEA 


Bell Telephone Bidg. 


I want a private reading, too,” her hus- St. Louis’ Mo. 


band was saying. “Can't risk having my 
past exposed to this hard-boiled mob. Tell 
you about it later maybe.” 

He closed the door and came slowly 
towards the desk at which she sat. 

Rita, with the detachment born of her 
new self-confidence, decided that there was 
something ingratiating and at the same 
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time almost predatory in his manner. 

She met his look coldly, and told him to 
turn his outstretched hands over 

‘This way?” His fingers touched hers 
as if involuntarily. 

‘That way!” 

He obeyed her commanding tones so 
meekly that she almost felt sorry for him— 
after all, he had had rather a raw deal !—and 
continued her reading a little more sympa- 
thetically 

‘There has been much disappointment in 
vour life. You have loved some one you 
lest. Again you love, and again. The loss 
ot death or separation, and the loss of the 
soul you love, though you keep the body— 
who shall say that is not worse?” 

“You're right, Gypsy,” he whispered, 
“I’ve lost a lot.” He was standing now, 
leaning very close to her. “But you're a 
gorgeous thing, Gypsy! A kiss from you— 
one kiss—it would help a lot!” 

His hands caught hers, and he was 
coming closer 

“One minute!” Her voice was arresting, 
strangely cold. “I have not finish’!” 

“Then finish quickly!” he exclaimed. 

“Your desires—you do not know them! 
An easy kiss—an easy love, yes! But the 
fire and steel, the embrace and the stiletto 
of gypsy passion, they are not for you!” 
Her eyes blazed full into his. “You would 
be wiser to leave them a'one!” 

Slowly his hands relaxed. 

“Perhaps you're right, Gypsy. 
say, stilettos aren’t much in my line.” 

He turned away with a sigh, and opened 
the door for the next visitor. 

‘That is all, no?” Rita observed. 

“All but me,” Larry smiled, coming in 
and closing the door behind him 

Did producers cultivate that air of in- 
scrutability, Rita wondered, or were they 
born that way? But then, Larry had al- 
ways been cocky. She reminded herself of 
the inscription on her bracelet, the glowing 
image her mirror had reflected 

With the air of barbaric dignity that had 
seemed to go so well, Rita waved him to 
a chair at his own desk. He chose instead 
to sit on the edge of the desk, but he spread 
his palms obediently to her gaze. 

“In your youth, I see fields and trees,” 
she announced “But now, your life is 
among bright lights and many people.” 

She described briefly his first production, 
which had cost him half his inheritance, 
before the smashing success of “Fool's Gold” 
had made his name known overnight. Then 
not wishing to dwell overlong on this, she 
veered to more personal topics 

“I see many women,” she declared. A 
safe guess, for one in his business. ‘“Some- 
times you seek them, often they come to 
you. There is a woman with fair hair, who 
likes you—” a chance shot, this, from a 
look she had seen Stephanie give him— 
“there are other women, friends, sweet- 
hearts 

“Ah, no,” he interrupted, “you’re wrong 
there. Friends, perhaps, but sweethearts! 
Only one girl in my life that I really thought 
of as a sweetheart, and that’s been ten 
years ago. Right here in Stonebridge, too.” 

Rita kept her eyes fixed on his hands, 
feeling her cheeks grow warm. 

“She was a lovely thing,” he mused 
thoughtfully. “And, you know, you're just 
a little like her. Can’t you tell me some- 
thing about her—whether I'll ever see her 
again?” 

Rita had recovered her self-possession 
quickly. 

“You ask of her,” she replied with a 
shrug, “but it is not the girl—it is the 
romance you miss! Youth—it does not 
come twice!’ 

“Oh, come now,” he protested with a 
rueful smile. “I’m not so old as that. Nor 
one of these cynics who say Romance is 
dead—when it’s all around us. Why, you 
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yourself are Romance, Mademoiselle Va- 
ritza !” 

He had risen, and stood looking down 
at her. 

“I have not finish’ your fortune,” she 
said coldly 

“You read my hands,” he told her, “but 
you don't look into my eyes! You could 
read a lot more there if you'd only look.” 

He leaned forward, and put a hand under 
her chin to turn her face upward 

With a quickness that startled him a 
little, Varitza sprang to her feet, her eyes 
flashing. 

“What I see—it does not interest me!” 
she told him haughtily 

‘Then why do you look at me like that? 
For I, too, can read glances sometimes!” 
He caught her by the shoulders, and looked 
full into the blaze of her dark eyes 

“Be careful!” she whispered fiercely. 

“Careful!” He laughed, breathlessly, and 
his fingers tightened on her arms. “You 
should be careful with those eyes—deadls 
weapons like that!” 

“Perhaps I have other deadly weapons!” 

“Bring them on! But I'll have my kiss 
first ! 

He caught her to him roughly, but she 
twisted in his grasp with a cat-like swift- 
ness, and something flashed in her right 
hand. He caught at her wrist—for an 
instant their lips met—then, a moment of 
sharp struggle. 

Both drew back. Larry was twisting a 
handkerchief around his bleeding wrist, and 
on the floor between them gleamed a slim 
bright dagger 

“Why, you little devil—” he breathed. 


UST then they became aware of violent 

pounding on the front door, voices with 
a note of excitement in them. Rita con- 
cealed the stiletto hastily and followed slowly 
as Larry opened the door and went into 
the living room 

Two plainly dressed, rather rural-looking 
men, bright badges displayed on their coat 
lapels, were explaining their intrusion. 

“We hate to interrupt your party, Mr. 
Forsyth, but these here gypsies broke camp 
today, and disappeared. And two of Mr. 
Linley’s finest horses disappeared with ‘em 
And Jim Larson here, heard that one of 
‘em had been seen tonight, over near your 
place. So we thought—” 

“There she is now!” interrupted the 
other. All eyes were turned toward the 
vivid figure in the doorway. 

Rita, who had planned no climax to her 
enterprise, trusting to developments and the 
inspiration of the moment, now found her- 
self struck suddenly dumb. She should, of 
course, tell them who she was, but her 
disguise was so convincing. 

She tried to speak, but could only gaze 
rather helplessly at Larry, who met her gaze 
with his faintly inscrutable smile and kept 
one hand carelessly in the pocket of his 
dinner jacket. There was an_ instant’s 
silence. 

“I’m afraid, Rita, our joke’s over!” he 
said at last, with a sigh. “Officers, I’m 
sorry you've had your trouble for nothing 
but you see, this isn’t a real gypsy. She 
is Miss Marguerite Lane, Miss Ellen Lane’s 
niece, and a good friend of mine. In fact, 
she has a part in my new play.” 

Rita steadied herself against the door- 
frame and through a sort of mist heard him 
dispatch the minions of the law on their 
way and close the door 

“We had a bet up,” he was explaining 
to the rather blank-faced party, “about her 
demonstrating her clairvoyant powers, but 
her get-up really surprised me and I missed 
my cue for a minute. Now that the show 
is over, you'll stay and let my friends meet 
your real self, won’t you, Rita?” 

Rita glanced around the group—at 
Stephanie Rush, biting her lip, at the frank 
curiosity in Celia’s eyes, at the dark flush 
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under the deep tan on Wallace Rush’s face. 

“Some other time, Larry!” she said, with 
her most gracious smile. “I must go right 
home tonight.” 


| ef was driving her home. 

“I owe you a lot of explanations,” he 
said at length, breaking a silence that had 
lasted since they left the house. “In the 
first place, I knew you the minute you 
came into my office in New York. But I 
was afraid, if I unbent and showed you 
how glad I was to see you, I'd weaken 
and give you the part. And I couldn’t do 
that, Rita! If you could have seen your- 
selfi—cool and correct and positively prim! 
I simply couldn’t! I wouldn't have dreamed 
you'd ever be able to pull the fireworks you 
did tonight!” 

“Perhaps,” suggested Rita, “if I'd had 
the same occasion to—” 

“T'll take that up later,” said Larry. “But 
I wasn’t going to lose track of you, either 
My secretary had your address, and I had 
it all planned to look you up when the 
part was safely disposed of, which, praise 
be!—it hadn’t been yet.” 

The car was running slowly along a 
road that could only be considered a wide 
detour to Rita’s destination. 

“IT knew you in two minutes, when you 
came tonight,” he continued. “But I was 
so struck with the way you were carrying 
it off that I wanted to give you all the 


scope I could. And when you read my 
fortune I—I—” he had the grace to stam- | 
mer a little— “you know this desert girl’s | 
an awfully fierce, hot-blooded sort of crea- | 
ture—and up to that time, you really hadn't | 
had a chance for an emotional scene. | 

“Of course, you know I’m lying,” he| 
continued shamelessly. “And sc do I. But} 
not entirely, Rita! And when you looked 
at me that way you weren't entirely acting, 
you know! Were you, Rita? 

“Shouldn't I say yes,” Rita speculated to 
the night at large, “if I want to impress 
my employer with my histrionic talents?” 

“Now you're getting civilized again,” he 
complained. “What's become of Varitza?” 

“You like Varitza, yes?” she mocked 
him. “The stiletto—that at least was real!” 

Larry brought the car slowly to a full 
stop 

“The stiletto was real,” he repeated, “but 
the kiss we didn’t finish was realer still! 
And whether I kiss Varitza—or Marguerite | 
Lane—or Rita Lanier—” 

She felt herself drawn gently but irre- | 
sistibly into his arms. She did not struggle 
very hard. She was whispering, “Oh, Larry, 
Larry!” He was whispering “Rita—sweet- 
heart.” 

A small earthly sensation intruded at 
length upon this celestial interlude. 

“You do wear more weapons, Rita!” 
Larry was complaining. “First your stiletto 
nearly costs me an artery, then I scratch 
myself on some of your gypsy jewelry?” 

“Oh, that!” Rita exclaimed. “That’s just 
a—a bracelet. Here, I'll pull my sleeve 
over it. I'd rather not take it off—not 
just yet!” 


OW was business today, » Mama?” 

Papa Chanieff tucked his napkin 

in his vest and settled himself before the 

midnight meal he was accustomed to eat 
on returning from the theater. 

“Pretty fair,” she admitted. “I sold 
another of those Cleopatra bracelets, for 
one thing. That makes the third this 
month.” 

Her spouse beamed at her proudly. 

“Didn't I tell you that would be a good 
scheme? Didn't I tell you when first I see 
it in the movies?” 

“Sure, it’s a good scheme,” she conceded. 
“But not everybody could sell ’em, Papa! 
You gotta handle a customer just right, tell 
‘em just enough. You gotta know how, 
that’s all! You gotta know how.” 
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Want Some Money? 


Here’s a wonderful way 
to get it 


Our beautifully illustrated book 
tells how. It tells all about our 
new methods of art decoration, art 
treatment and how anybody can learn 
without previous training or experience. It 
contains page after page of handsome color 
illustrations of what you can make and sell. 
You can make good money and this book is 
Our system is amazingly easy 

to learn and the profits are 

larger than in almost any other business 
You can produce beautiful finished art 
objects almost from the beginning. You 
don’t have to know how to draw or have 
any experience Begin making money now. 
All supplies are sent by us with the instruc- 
tions and many have made $25 the first 
‘ Some society women have taken 
up this work for their own amusement— 
Either way, pleasure or profit, 
it’s the most delightful home 
work you can imagine. Write 
Now for your copy of this 
valuable book; it's FREE. 
Fireside Industries 
Dept. 69-P 
Adrian, Mich. 


PLAY ITUNES 


the Very First Day 


OW REMARKABLE NEW INSTRUMENT 


The Octophone”’ is equipped 
with new patented invention that 
has enabled many to play tunes 
in a few minutes! No knowledge 
of music required. No long, tire 
some practice. No expensive les 

sons. You learn to read music au- 
tomaticaily while playing. 


InsTRUMENTS In 1 / 
The “Octophone”’ is a 

complete orchestra in one 

instrument —_ Ukule 


Mandola. Produces rich’ harmony, syncopated jazz. 
Astonish your friends. Loads of fun. Money-making 
chances. Seven-day trial at our risk. 

EASY TERMS! Write today for FREE particulars 


Ferry & Co., 1750 N. Damen, Dept.191, Chicago, U.S.A. 


FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES, 
Dept. 69-P, Adrian, Mich. 

Gentlemen: Send me free book and complete 
plan for making money. 


Size 1 
price for full 
| length or bust form, 


ARE YOU A 
BLONDE? 
...do this! 


ET Blondex, the 

special shampoo for 
blondes only. Try it just 
once and see how much 
prettier your hair is — 
softer, silkier, brighter, 
with a lovely golden radi- 
ance. Blondex prevents 
darkening—lightens dull, 
faded hair safely. Nodyes 
or harsh chemicals, A 
million users, At all good 
drug and dept. stores, 
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Just mail photo or snapshot (arr 
size)and within a week you will 
receive your beautiful life-like 
enlargement size16x20in. 
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with order postage. 
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Dr. Walter's Special Ankle Bands—extra 
live Para rubber, support and shape ankle 
and calf while reducing them. Perfect fit- 
ting. They can be worn under stockings, 
thus adding support;:—or worn et night re. 
duces and shapes while you slee You can 
note improvement in shape of ankle at once. 4 


sure and check or money order (no cash) 
oT pay postman 


Dr. JEANNE S. S. WALTER years of 
389 Fifth Avenue New York City 


ELOCUTION, MUSICAL COMEDY. 
STAGE DANCING, TALKING PICTURES 
Art of SINGING, Elective Courses for Stage, 
Teaching, Directing, and Personal Culture 


rtin-Hareey Pupile—Mary Pickford, The Astaira, Lee 

J. Shubert Tracy, Dolly Laurette Taylor. For 
diet Daie, Jr free catalogue address secretary 


ALVIENE UNIVERSITY, 66 W. St... N.Y. (Ext. 25) 
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Freckles 


Can be Secretly Removed! 


you can remove those annoying, 

embarrassing freckles, secretly 
and quickly, in the privacy of your 
own home. Your friends will wonder 
how you did it. 

Stillman's Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
skin soft and white, the complexion 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face 
Rejuvenated with new heauty of 
natural coloring. The first jar proves 
its magic worth. At all druggists. 


Stillman's 


STILLMAN CO. 
74 Rosemary Lane 
Aurora, Illinois 
Please send me Free book- 
let “Goodbye Freckles”. 


Amazing Offer! 
PHOTOS 
ENLARGED 


Size 6x10 or 11x 14in. 
Only c 


each 


At last your chance to get 
a life-like Bromide photo- 
| enlargement at a small 
| fraction of the regular 
price reproduced from any 
clear photograph, tintype 
or snapshot you mail us. 
"| Nophoto toolarge norany 
Snapshot too small. We 
guarantee return of your 
a original photograph in the same condition as re- 
ecived. You run no risk. Send as many 
as you wish at the bargain price of 49c each. 
Send No Money 
hoto, with your name 
and address, and in about a week you Pill receive a beautiful 
enlargement that will never fade, We will alsosend with the 
enlargement an illustrated circular describir g several of our 
most popular frames. From this circular you can choose the 
frame which we are giving FREE with every enlargement 
ordered in colors. On arrival of picture pay postman only 49¢ 
plus a few pennies postage or send Sic with order and we will 
prepay postage. If not delighted we will refund your money. 
FRE CARVED FRAME—As a special 
cern o 


acquaint you with the high quality of ov 


we it frame every enlargement done in aatel 
Water Colors—ABS TOL TELY FREE—during this sale only, DON'T 
PUT OFF! R PHOTO NOW! 


ARTWAY $Tuptos, Room, 3 Check Size 


Cragin Bank, Chicago, m. Wanted 
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Making Money Under Wall Street 


[Continued from page 37] 


we are making a good living and enjoying stead of evidences of overwork, there is only 
life, too.” pride in deftness 
| The shop on Broad Street, in which Mrs 
He IS apparent that the Green Line Shops Johnson most often is found, is the largest 
represent to Mrs. Johnson something more sandwich shop in the world. It consists of 
than the comfortable income they provide. three floors, and the top includes a _ tiny 
The building which housed the first shop lounge where the customers, who are girls 
lat Number One Wall Street was sold last from the near-by offices, may rest after 
spring. This meant moving the shop into luncheon. You see them sitting in easy 
new quarters. But it was Mrs. Johnson, and _ chairs, finishing pieces of embroidery, read- 
|not the personnel director, who gave the ing magazines, and talking with friends before 
|girls instructions about their new quarters they go back to work. In the men’s grill in 
and showed them a better plan for serving the basement, card and checker games oc- 
customers with greater speed. casionally are staged during the noon hour, 
| The social activities provided for the girls although the center of interest is the stock 
by Mrs. Johnson also add to their pleasure ticker. Here, too, there is music from a 
in working in the shops. Most of the girls duo-art piano. Adjoining this room is an- 
are art students or college girls, working other room where business men, canes over 
their way threugh school, or young married their arms, and bowlers at the correct angle, 
women who want to earn extra money dur- consume sandwiches and cups of coffee be- 
ing their free time. Every employee is given tween close appointments. 
a birthday party, not on the anniversary of 
her birth, but on the anniversary of the day OOKING over the customers, Mrs. John- 
Mrs. Johnson employed her. And, incident- son can identify many who have been 
ally, the first girl she employed ten years patrons since the days when she and her 
ago is still with her, now a manager of the husband worked together behind the counter 
men’s grill in the shop on Broad Street, in the first shop. The Johnsons may have 
where between two and three hundred men_ started their shops in Wall Street because 
are served at one time during the noon hour. they were hungry and needed money, but 
their prices have always been governed by 
URING the summer, the New Jersey the fact that the majority of people in Wall 
farm, Mil’s Hill, with its half mile of Street do not earn the fabulous salaries 
trout streams and its hills and woods is over- credited to them. Ham, cheese, lettuce and 
run with girls from the Green Line visiting tomato sandwiches, salads, and, in winter, 
“Mama Johnson.” Their preferences, ra- soups and welsh rarebits make up the menus, 
ther than those of friends from Philadelphia with tea, coffee and milk from the best New 
and New York, are consulted during these York dairy farms. In fact, Mrs. Johnson 
holidays. boasts that the milk which she serves comes 
And whenever any organization in the from cows valued at one thousand dollars each. 
financial district is giving a charity benefit, This year water from the springs of Mil’s 
Mrs. Johnson is one of the first persons to Hill farm are to be bottled for use in the 
take a block of seats—for the girls. The en- shops, and eventually part of the vegetables 
tire staff is to be found annually at the used in the salads and sandwiches during 
Ziegfeld Follies—in the peanut gallery, to the summer are to be raised there. To the 
be sure—and they still talk of the memorable Jchnsons these are simply additional methods 
evening when Will Rogers introduced Mr. oi sharing their good things with their cus- 
Johnson to the audience in a speech to which, tomers and employees. 
undaunted, Mr. Johnson made reply. If you were to ask Mrs. Johnson to evalu- 
Speed of service is one of the principal ate success, you would not hear it measured 
features of the sandwich shops, but although in terms of bank balance, although her pro- 
the sandwiches are made while the customers fits from the shops obviously have been 
wait, there is no suggestion of nervous strain gratifying. But achievement for her lies 
on the part of the girls behind the counters. in the pleasure of a partnership with her 
Mrs. Johnson gives a prize each week to the husband, in the esprit de corps of her staff, 
girl in each shop who has made the greatest and in her ability to give the people who 
number of sandwiches, and prizes are also work in Wall Street good food for the 
awarded to the salad makers. There is_ limited amount of money, or time, or both, 
|friendly rivalry over these prizes, and in- at their disposal. 


Murder Yet to Come 


[Continued from page 58] 


I don’t know how long this expedition will hausted their resources of conversation. I 
take. but if Nilsson gets back first, don’t floundered awhile for a topic that would 
let him do anything till I come.” avoid the events of the last twenty-four 
I promised. But I had misgivings. And hours and yet not be too far removed from 
those misgivings deepened as I stood at the Linda’s hopelessly narrow experience, and 
library windows and watched Jerningham finally I mentioned Malachi’s books. 
: The result was amazing. The child had 
devoured Malachi’s library with the appetite 
HAT was a strange day. I stayed inthe of a born bookworm. 
library till noon, going through Long before the meal was over, however, 
Malachi’s papers, which shed no light what- I stopped regarding her as a child. I had 
/ever upon his death, and after that brows- prejudged her as childish and unsophisticated 
ing with a divided mind among Malachi’s because she was four years short of voting 
innumerable books. age and had had none of the usual experiences 
| Lunch threatened to be a silent meal. and contacts of a normal girlhood. But she 
Ryker and David glowered at each other, for her eager young interests except Malachi’s 
‘and I judged that they had long since ex- had spent eight or ten years with no outlet 
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ATLANTAC 
RESIDENTIAL HOTEL 


In the Quiet and Exclusive 
Chelsea Section 
Five Hundred Rooms with Sea 


_ Water Baths 
American and European Plans 


Sea Water Swimming Pool. . Re 


Concert Orchestra — Turkish 
and Cabinet Baths—Spacious 
Sun Deck—Fireproof Construc- 
7 tion. 
} Under the Management of 
4, CHARLES D. BOUGHTON 
WOTEL 


/ BOARDWALK AT ALBANY AVE. 


Groce 


and 


Send me your name and I'll show you a 
quick, easy way to get plenty of money to 
pay all your grocery bills and $8 to $10 in 

a day besides. Van Allen reports $100 a week { 
profits. Mrs. Hodges $18 to $20 a day. And 
right now I offer you the same chance 

Ford Tudor Sedan FREE 

You don’t need capital or experience. I give 
you my personal help. I show youhow 
to make big money—full timeorspare 


time. And I offer you a new Ford Tudor 
Sedan without cost—as an extra bonus. 
SEND NO MONEY—Just your name. 
Write today RE 


’ Albert Mills, Pres., American Products Co. 
2305 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 


Have You a Good Line? 
The 1200 Quotations in the “Lover's Compan- q 
ion” give you a “line” for which they 


all fall. Impassioned, brilliant, witty! 
Priceless to all who would succeed with 
the opposite sex The most thrilling 
words ever written about Love 


and Passion. Sweep ‘em right off 
their feet with these brilliant say- 
ings. Open the door to their 
hearts with the ardent words of 
the great writers. The appropriate 
words to meet every occasion 

Love. Send $1.50 stampa, check or 
M.O. of pay on delivery (plus 


postage). 

EDUCATOR PRESS, Dept. LC-21 

MUSIC LESSONS vou HOME 
3 ou can read music like this quickly 

Write today for our FREE BOOKLET. I: tells how to learn 


19 Park Row, New York. 


to play Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo, etc. 
Beginners or advanced players. You pay as you learn. Costs 
only a few cents a day. Thousands of satisfied stucients. 


AMERICAN SCHOOL of MUSIC, 43 Manhattan Building, Chicage 


WAVY HAIR 


Without an tron 
WAVEEN—the new discovery— 
quickly transforms straight, 
homely hair into alluring waves 
without the use of dangerous, 
harmful curling instruments. Col- 
orless, harmless, fragrant. Gives 
lustre, life and lasting effects. 
Send 50c coin or stamps. Satis- 
faction or Money Back 
Maison Jeunesse, 17 Park Row, 
New York, Dept. H-21 


FAT WOMEN WANTED 


TO TAKE “A BATH 
WITHOUT WATER’’ 


Send name and address so we can mail Free, The 
Story of Osmos, sensational Swedish foam discovery. 


Osmos Co. of America, 130 W. 42nd St., New York City 
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}tween his arrival and Nilsson’s I 


books, and everything they had to give her | 
she had taken with both hands. 

That afternoon in the dim library, I pon- 
dered my altered conception of Linda. It) 
was beginning to be dusk, and I had lit | 
the lamps in the library and half drawn | 
the heavy black velour curtains, when Jern- | 
ingham arrived. In the fifteen minutes be- 
learned 
nothing except that he had accomplished the 
object of his trip. 

Nilsson, when he came, was a different 
man from the Nilsson who had gone away 
that morning. In place of corduroys and | 
leather jacket, he had donned his usual 
“plain clothes” business suit. 

“Saw David’s partner before the news of | 
Malachi’s death was in the papers, and got | 
everything he knew,” he reported. ‘Which 
puts us in the strongest available position for | 
dealing with David. But it’s none too 
strong. 

“In fact,” he admitted, “if David were the 
type that can sit tight and say nothing, we'd 
stand mighty little show. Luckily he’s red- 
headed.” 


ILSSON sent for David and when he ar- 
iN rived told him bluntly that he had been 
in New York investigating various matters 
that wanted explaining. 

“Well,—shoot,” said David. 

“Last Thursday,” Nilsson began, in hard, 
even tones, “Malachi Trent cornered the 
stock of Galera Copper, caught a lot of 
people who were short of it, and made 
them pay through the nose for the shares 
they had to have to fulfill their contracts.” 

“Right,” David said dryly. 

“Last Wednesday,” Nilsson continued 
methodically, “you started the false report 
that Galera Copper was going to skip its 
dividend. You deliberately persuaded your 
customers to sell short—so they'd be caught 
next day.” 

“Wrong,” David answered coolly. 

“I heard it from a dozen different men,” 
Nilsson assured him. 

“All wrong,” David repeated. “The re- 
port came from my office, and I’ve been 
held responsible. But I wasn’t even in 
New York on Wednesday. My partner, 
Dolliver, was the man who started it. If 
you had talked with him, he'd have told 


Nilsson answered, scorn- 
*, “your partner obligingly did the dirty 
work.” 

“There wasn’t any dirty work on our 
part,” David declared, rather less coolly. 
“Dolliver acted in absolute good faith. The 
tip came straight from Malachi Trent. And 
Dolliver was so sure it was good that he 
sold five thousand shares of Galera short 
in his name and mine!” 

“Well! Well!” Nilsson exclaimed in 
mock sympathy. “What an expensive mis- 
take! Five thousand shares short! Let’s 
see—Malachi ran the price up fifty points 


| before he would sell a share. Dolliver’s 
little error must have cost the two of you 
a cool quarter million. But, of course, 


Malachi took pity on your blundering and 
let you off easy!” 

“Like hell he did! He held us up for the 
full quarter million—every cent we had in 
the world and then some!” 

“Pity you didn’t confide in Dolliver and 
wise him up that the tip was a fake!” 

The last of David’s coolness went up in 
blue smoke. 

“Damn it! I tell you I didn’t know a 
thing about it! I was in Chicago. I was 
called there Tuesday night, and I didn’t 
get back till Thursday. The first I heard 
of it was when Dolliver: confessed he had 
sold Galera short on a tip from my grand- 
father and the corner had wiped us out.” 

“The first you heard,” Nilsson repeated 
skeptically. “Is your partner in the habit 
of plunging on tips without at least calling 
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up? That's fishy and you know it.” 

“He couldn't reach me. The telegram 
that called me to Chicago said not to tell 
even my partner where I was going.” 

‘That’s a new one,” Nilsson commented 
with relish. “Who wired you and what 
did he want ?” 

David flushed 

‘A banker’s name was signed to the tele- 
gram. When I got there, he denied having 
sent it.” 

“Really 2?” Nilsson mocked. “Then what?” 

“IT called him a liar and came back home.” 

“You called him a liar?” Nilsson mar- 
veled 

“Oh! Go jump in the lake!” David ex- 
ploded. “The truth is that Malachi Trent 
sent that telegram himself, to get me out 
of the way He gave Dolliver the false 
tip about Galera, knowing he’d act on it 
exactly as he did. And he engineered the 
whole corner in Galera on purpose to smash 
me and wreck my reputation in the Street 

“He did?” Nilsson said, more politely 
still. “And what, if I may ask, had you 
done to him?” 

“Nothing!” David growled. “He sent for 
me last week and offered me a little squirt 
of a job in his employ. I told him I'd rather 
paddle my own canoe. He said he’d smash 
the canoe. I told him to go ahead and 
try.” 


turned to us with sardonic 
amusement. “Inspiring, isn’t it?” he 
observed. “Noble young hero—clean hands 
—pure heart—lily-white conscience—and he 
tries to dodge off to South America like an 
absconding bank clerk!” 

‘That's a lie!” David snapped. “I wasn’t 
dodging anything! I was taking my medi- 
cine. I didn’t know, Friday, who it was 
who had cornered Galera. So I settled— 
on the terms that were offered me. Paid 
over my last cent. Signed notes for the 
rest of it, which put me over my ears in 
debt. And chose the quickest way of climb- 
ing out 

“I signed up for a five-year job in South 
America,” he went on grimly “One of 
those God-forsaken places with twice the 
salary and ten times the death rate you'd 
get in civilization. The death rate had just 
disposed o° the last incumbent, and there 
wasn't any competition for his job. I told 
‘em I wanted it. And they asked me to 
sail at once.” 

“Oh, I see!” Nilsson cut in sarcastically. 
“That accounts for your presence here. 
Cairnstone House is on your way to South 
America ! 

“Shut up, and I'll tell you,” David said 
bitterly. “I came to say good-by to Linda 
—for five years.” 

“But that was on Saturday. Sunday you 
| came again—to say good-by to the cat?” 
“I came again Sunday because I'd learned 
| the truth,” David answered hoarsely. “The 
| Saturday noon editions said it was Malachi 
| Trent who had cornefed Galera. Men who 
had trusted me cut me dead, believing I'd 
betrayed them into his hands. And when I 
realized it was he who had robbed me of 
everything I cared about—my business and 
my reputation and my girl—” 


E STOPPED—and in the silence that 

fell I could have sworn—I could have 
sworn in court that I heard a little sobbing 
breath somewhere in the empty space behind 
me, a quick little sudden breath drawn hard 
upon those words of his—‘my girl!” 
| Nobody else heard it. The silence length- 
|}ened, and nobody moved. I stole a look 
| over my shoulder 
There was nothing behind me—nothing 
| but the long window seat across the front 
}of the room. The window seat with its 
| half-drawn velour draperies, and behind 
them in the shadow something that might 
have been a fold of Linda's billowing, ruf- 
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I hesitated, but only for a mo- 
ment. If I spoke or moved now, I should 
destroy a crucial moment that might not 


fled skirt 


come again 

Nilsson was speaking again 

“Your girl!” he said, scathingly. “You 
can talk about losing your business and your 
reputation, but lay off that girl stuff. You're 
no lover! You're a—a—a— 

He groped for an epithet. 

“A night-watchman! All you’re good for 
is to sit and watch a door so you can prove 
nobody came out—so you can swear it was 
your girl who killed the man you hated 
the man you were too cowardly to face 
yourself ! 

David’s eyes were blazing in his white 
face. 

“No! Damn you! I came to have it 
out with him—and I did!” 

“Shook your finger at him, eh?” Nilsson 
scoffed. 

“I gave him his chance—” David cried. 

“His chance to kick you out again?” 

“His chance to clear my name—his chance 
to make good to the men who trusted my 
firm. He said he'd see me in hell first. He 
laughed, and started to write something on 
a sheet of paper. Said he’d keep me a beggar 
while he lived, and that paper would keep 
me a beggar when he died. He laughed in 
my face. I—” 

“You made an after-dinner speech to 
him!” 

“No!” David said thickly. “I killed him 
with the first thing that came to hand!” 

Nilsson resumed his usual courteous de- 
meanor. 

“You're more of a man that I thought,” 
he said briefly. “I’m glad you owned up.” 

He turned to Jerningham and me with 
grave satisfaction. 

“That lets Linda out,” he said. 

“Quite,” Jerningham agreed. “There are 
just one or two points I'd like to verify.” 

“Ask what you like,” David said quietly, 
the fury gone out of him. 

“What was the idea of the broken lock 
on the door?” 

“I didn’t know that Linda was there, of 
course,” David answered. “I thought that 
an accident in a locked room would never 
be questioned. So I pulled the socket off 
I was going to pretend to break in the 
decor.” 

“IT see,” Jerningham answered. “But in 
that case, why didn’t you turn the key i 
the other door?” 

If David hesitated, it was only for a 
second. 

“TI ought to have done it,” he acknowl- 
edged. “I meant to. And then in my 
excitement I forgot. When I remembered, 
it was too late.” 


E SMILED at us, a rueful, curiously 
crooked smile. “If I had locked that 
other door,” he said, “you would still be 
hunting far and wide for your murderer. 
For then I'd never have made the mistake 
did. I wouldn’t have told you that tale 
about watching the library door and being 
sure nobody came out. And then you 
couldn’t have narrowed suspicion down to 
Linda and me. And then you couldn’t have 
goaded me into confessing. Oh, well!” 

Jerningham nodded. 

“So you simply forgot to lock it. Plaus- 
ible enough!” he said. “You know it was 
just that one point that made me doubt 
your guilt last night. By the way, what 
did you do with the paper Malachi was 
writing ?” 

“Burned it in the fireplace.” 

“Did you read it first ?” 

“Yes.” 

“How much had he written when you— 
interrupted him?” 

“Just a couple of lines. 

“What did they say?’ 

“Said it was his will, and he bequeathed 
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| all his property and stopped short. 

| say to whom.” 

| Jerningham reached into his _ pocket, 

| brought out his beloved pipe, and filled it 
carefully. With his hand cupped about the 
| bowl to light it, he spoke again. 

“Did you ever consider abandoning Wall 
Street for Broadway? I think you would 
succeed.” 

David stared at him in silence. 

“For one thing, you’re a ‘quick study’,” 
Jerningham went on calmly, between pufis. 
‘This was a brand new role, and you had 
only one night in which to get it letter 
perfect. A fine piece of work!” 

“What are you talking about?” 
demanded. 

“Your very convincing impersonation of 
| a murderer confessing his crime. 
| fine, indeed,” he added, “that if my morn- 
ing cup of coffee hadn’t cleared my wits, I 
should never have known you were playing 
a part at all.” 


David 


T IS evidence of Nilsson’s essential big- 

ness that in that moment, when the con- 
fession he had so skilfully wrung from David 
was challenged by Jerningham’s cryptic dis- 
belief, his reaction was pure 
untinged by irritation. 

“What's the trouble, Jerningham?” he 
demanded, eyeing his friend with a puzzled 
frown. “Are you crazy, or are you hold- 
ing something out on me?” 

“I’m not crazy—yet,” Jerningham an- 
swered, “though I may be before we're 
through.” 


It didn’t | DS Ew 


It was so | 


astonishment, | 


| 
| 


| “Then what's this nonsense about a cup | 


| of coffee?” 

“This morning at breakfast,” Jerningham 
explained, “an idea jumped up out of my 
coffee cup and hit me. 
it around all day, and I know a bfit* more 


now than I did when you went away before | 


breakfast this morning. At least I know 

enough to prove it wasn’t David who killed 

Malachi.” 

“Prove it then,” Nilsson took him up 
promptly. “Or rather, disprove what David 
| has just confessed.” 
| “All right,” Jerningham agreed and turned 
to David. ‘The crime lies between you and 
Linda. Your own original story narrowed 
it to you two, as you pointed out just now. 
Also, if you knew of any fact which tended 
to clear yourself and Linda and incriminate 
a third party, you'd have trotted it out be- 
fore now.” 

“You're darn shouting I would,” 
agreed, wryly. 

“It’s between you and Linda, then,” 
Jerningham pursued. “Ryker and Nilsson 
to the contrary notwithstanding, I never 
thought you wanted to shove the blame on 
her. Your confession sufficiently proves that. 
There remain, however, two possibilities. 
You may have killed Malachi. Or you may 
be lying to protect Linda.” 

“I’ve told you the truth,” David declared. 

“To some extent,” Jerningham conceded. 
“But I know one part of your story to be 
| a lie.” 


Jerningham shook his head. 


I've been following | 


David | 


| 
| 


| 


| “Which part?” asked David instantly. 


“If I tell you that, you'll invent some | 
| plausible excuse, and we'll be exactly where 

we were before.” 

“I don’t follow you,” David said, “but | 

if you contend I’m lying, it’s up to you to 

prove it.” 

“By the rules of evidence, perhaps it is,” 
Jerningham admitted, “but we're trying 
this case by rules of our own. What I 
propose is a very simple test for the truth. 
I know you made one statement that isn’t 
so. If all the rest of your story is true, 
you can easily enough point out the single 
lie.” 

David said nothing. Nilsson’s eyes were 
narrowing. 
“Sounds like a fair enough test,” he com- 
‘mented. “Out with David, if you want ! 
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ply 
ya “I am,” said David. “You're bluffing and 
steniching I call the bluff.” 
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|that he finished it, and we have the text 
Name lof the whole.” 


| David said nothing. He only bent his 
= - head and stared at the dead ashes on the 
hearth 

“Don’t take it so hard,” Jerningham said 
kindly. “It was a generous thing you tried 
te do, but not very wise. You'd have put 
Linda under an intolerable obligation if 
you'd succeeded. In fact, she never would 
Actual $5.00 Value have let you succeed. She couldn't have 
accepted such a sacrifice. It would simply 
DIRECT FROM FRANCE come the ingredhents for these have forced a confession from her.” 
“I'm not quite such a fool as you think,” 
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oof? oP st. Malachi,” he declared. “Her memory is a 
"pittsburgh. Pa. blank from the time she lost consciousness 


there on the window seat, till she came to 
herself standing over Malachi’s body I 
S NGWRITERS! don't know whether it was a brainstorm, or 

O what But she doesn’t remember a thing 
about the murder or about camouflaging the 
murder. She has no reason to suspect her- 
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Send for my bona fide proposition now. self. And she'll never know that any one 
Don't delay—be convinced. else has suspected her—if I can help it.” 
Ray Hibbeler, D110, 2104 N. Keystone Avenue, _“How do you think you can help it? 
Chicago, IMinois Nilsson asked. 


David gave him a rueful grin. 
“I’ve already tried what I thought was 
VISCOSE METHOD the surest method,” he answered. 
“I suppose the next best bet,” he said 
Many beautiful limbs are made with a sigh, “is to convince you three of 
unsightly by varicose veins.leg "| the obvious fact that Malachi deserved 
Dr.| | what he got. And that if you try to con- 
th vict Linda of a murder she can’t even re- 
able results. Send for member, you're fighting on the devil's side.” 
FREE BOOK giv- g% DearbornSt., “In other words, persuade us to go away 
ing full details Seng | and mind our own business?” Jerningham 
of thishome ,7 pock My ailment is| | said. “That’s a much neater solution.” 
— : | “Wou’ll save everybody a lot of trouble 
| if you'll just use your heads,” David urged. 
“Suppose she did kill him. It was too good 
“| |for him! All she has to do is stand up and 
= 2 tell how she’s been treated and say she 


doesn’t remember what happened, and any 
jury in the country would acquit her on the 
first ballot. You know that.” 

“Better,” Nilsson amended. “They'd call 
it temporary insanity and let her go with 
their blessing. I've seen it happen often 
enough.” 

“Well, then,” David was quick to press 
his advantage, “why not bow to the in- 
evitable before it knocks you over the 
head? You know you couldn’t convict her 
in a hundred years. You don't even want 
to convict her. What's the use of subject- 
ing her to all the horrors of a lurid trial 
and all the burden of lifelong notoriety, 
just because she did a thing that any one 
of us would have done in her place?” 


E HAD me converted, heart and soul 

I was ready to thumb my nose at the 
laws of the Commonwealth, compound a 
felony, and swear that Malachi Trent had 
come to his death by accident while alone 
in a locked room. But Nilsson is made of 
less impressionable stuff. 

“That sounds all right,” he said, “but it’s 
not. We all know it’s the fashion nowadays 
to disregard the laws that inconvenience 
you. ‘Personal liberty,’ and all that stuff! 
You're asking us to disregard a law that 
will inconvenience Linda. I can’t do it. If 
she was justified in what she did, it can be 
proved in her defense, and the law will set 
her free. I’m sorry for you,” he said to 
David. “And sorry for Linda. But if she 
killed Malachi Trent, she will have to stand 
trial.” 

David took it quietly, but there was a 
reckless light in his eyes. 

“That’s about what I expected from you,” 
he said. “That’s why I tried to convince 
you I did it myself. Well—you force me 
to use the only weapon I have left. 

“Either you give me vour word to let 
Linda alone, or else I go over your head 
and confess to the District Attorney—and 
the newspapers. That'll clinch it. The pa- 
pers will have me all tried and convicted 
over night, and the District Attorney won't 
care to be far behind.” He shrugged. “You 
see, the law can have a victim if you insist 
—but it won't be Linda.” 

I could see Jerningham and Nilsson, each 
after his own fashion, calculating David's 
chances of success. He read their thoughts 

“Oh, I can get away with it,” he assured 
them. “You won't be able to ring in your 
trick rules of evidence on me this time. The 
case will be out of your hands. And you 
haven't any official standing in this county. 
The District Attorney won't give much 
weight to the stuff you've suspected and 
guessed and deduced—not when it conflicts 
with my sworn. confession And you 
haven’t a scrap of evidence against Linda, 
except my original story, which I'll deny 
under oath. You'll only make yourselves 
ridiculous if you try to drag Linda into it. 
You couldn't even get her arrested!” 


E PAUSED, watching us keenly to 
judge the effect of that last challenge. 
“You see, that’s checkmate,” he said. 
“Owing to my shocking disregard for the 
truth where Linda is concerned. Now will 
you promise to leave her alone, or must I 
throw away my life and liberty, such as 
they are, to satisfy your fanatical rever- 
ence for the law ?” 
a “Wait a minute, David,” Jerningham 
said. “You called it checkmate. It isn’t. 
It’s stalemate—a drawn game—no good to 
any one. Nilsson loses his case; you lose 
your life or your liberty; Linda loses her 
self-respect as soon as she finds out. And 
it’s irrevocable. Once you've made that 
confession, the whole thing is out of our 
hands.” 

“That’s the argument I used to you last 
night,” David retorted, “when I tried to 
persuade you not to make a murder scan- 
dal out of Malachi’s accident! I didn’t 
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notice that it stopped you.” 
Jerningham said. “We 
haven't made any scandal yet. We agreed 
to do nothing irrevocable until we had the 
truth. You ought to be willing to meet us 
halfway. Suppose you postpone your con- 
fession to the District Attorney for twenty- 
four hours, and we'll take no action against 
Linda in that time. Nilsson won't be court- 
martialed for a few hours’ delay.” 

“Armistice, eh?” David asked impatiently. 
“What’s the good of that?” 

“Impossible to say in advance,” Jerning- 
ham returned. “But we haven't half got 
to the bottom of this business yet. By this 
time tomorrow we may all have changed 
our minds.” 

“Oh, have it your own way,” .David ac- 
quiesced. “If you agree to make no move 
against Linda in the meantime ” 

“We agree,” Jerningham said. 

“And you won't so much as drop a hint 
to her that she’s under suspicion,” David 
insisted. 

“We won't,” Jerningham agreed. 

“Very well,” David said. “Twenty-four 
hours truce. But tomorrow evening,” he 
glanced at his watch, “tomorrow evening at 
six o'clock, if you haven’t agreed to let 


exactly take 


“Don’t you?” 


Linda go scot free, I take my confession 
to the District Attorney.” 
“All right,” Jerningham said. “Let’s 


leave it at that, and talk of something else.” 

RESENTLY Ryker drifted in through 

the open door. 

“Where’s Linda?” David demanded, seeing 
that Ryker had come alone. 

“Can’t find her,” Ryker answered. 

I scarcely heard him. Where was Linda, 
indeed? Recollection swept over me in a 
sickening wave. I had lightly decided that, 
if she were really in hiding behind the cur- 
tains, she might as well hear the remainder 
of David's confession. I realized now, too 
late, how much else she must have heard. 
Jerningham breaking down that confession, 
David pleading that Linda be protected 
from the knowledge of what she had done— 

There was just one saving possibility. 
Linda might not have been behind the cur- 
tains after all. It was easy enough to find 
out. I had only to stroll over to the win- 
dow seat and look. To save my life I 
couldn't do it! 


AM SINGH’S announcement that dinner 
was served put an end to my oppor- 

tunity. The others filed out, Jerningham 
and I bringing up the rear. As he stooped 
to remove the key from the inside of the 
door, I took a sudden resolution. If Linda 
were there, she mustn’t be locked in. I laid 
a hand on Jerningham’s arm. 

“Don’t lock it,” I begged beneath my 
breath. 

“I wasn’t going to,” he murmured. 
did you know she was there?” 

Relief flooded over me. The responsi- 
bility was not mine after all. 


“How 


DO not remember whether it was Jer- 

ningham or Nilsson who first recalled the 
existence of the ruby. We had all repaired 
to the library after dinner—all, that is, ex- 
cept Linda, who had slipped away upstairs. 
And a silence had fallen upon us, a silence 
which somebody broke with a sudden ques- 
tion. 

“By the way, 
ruby—what did you call it, 
Kali’?—where did he keep it? 
box?” 

“No,” Ryker answered. “I used to tell 
him he ought to, but he never would. Said 
a safe deposit box was all right for securi- 
ties, but he wanted the ‘Wrath of Kali’ 
where he could enjoy it.” 


if Malachi still had that 
the ‘Wrath of 
Safe deposit 


“You don’t mean he kept it here?” 
Nilsson protested. 
“Right in the safe over there,” Ryker 


motioned toward the bulky cabinet on which 
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Wife’s Vision. 


another selling trip, Mr. Webb 

was gloomy and discouraged. 
“It’s the same old grind that gets 
you nowhere,” he murmured. “For 
years we've been wanting a home of 
our own but we’re no nearer it now 
than ever.” 

“If I could only do something,” his 
wife said earnestly. 

“There’s nothing you can do, 
honey,” he replied sadly. “It’s up to 
me to make enough money for a 
down payment. The money we pay 
for rent would take care of the bal- 
ance.” 

“Nothing you can do” ... the 
words rang in her ears during the 
days he was on the road. How they 
humiliated her, made her feel use- 
less and futile! 

One morning she read an advertisement in 
a magazine telling of a Cash Distribution 
Plan by which hundreds of men and women, 
boys and girls, were receiving up to $2,800.00 
in cash. The plan seemed too good to be 
true. Those who took advantage of this plan 
did not have to spend a cent. 

At first she was skeptical. It did not seem 
possible that she could share in the awards 
to be distributed, but the thought of the dif- 
ference that $2,800.00 in cash could make 
dulled her disbelief. Had she not acted de- 
spite her doubts and sent for information, 
she would never have had the happy surprise 
that was hers when she received a telegram 
announcing she had been awarded $3,620.00. 
Her surprise was all the greater because her 
cash award was larger than she expected be- 
cause of her promptness. 

For a few days she went around in a daze 
until the certified check for $3,620.00 actually 
arrived. Almost on the heels of the postman 
came her husband, returning from a selling 


O= evening, before starting on 
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trip. It was all she could do to keep from 
shouting the wonderful news before he took 
off his hat and coat. Afraid of his gibes, she 
had not told him of her hopes. 

“Let’s not live in this old apartment any 


longer,’’ she cried, seating herself on the 
arm of his chair. ‘“Let’s have a home of our 
own.” 


“But, darling,” he protested sadly, “you 
know we haven't even the money for a down 
payment.” 

“We have—we have,” she cried, showing 
him the certified check for $3,620.00. “We 
can have that home of which we have always 
dreamed. 

* * * 

There were others who read the advertise- 
ment Mrs. Webb read, others who wanted a 
home, but while they merely wished, she 
acted. Mrs. Webb has been but one of the 
many to benefit from the famous Cash Dis- 
tribution Plans conducted in the past. Mr. IL. 
A. Nystrom won $3,375.00, Miss Anna Linke 
won $3,135.00, Mrs. Fannie Kelley won 
$2,320.00, Mrs. Robt. Ellington won gt. 750.00 
and Mr. E. N. Garrett won $2,320.0 

Another of these plans is on now. By it, 
hundreds of cash awards ranging up to 
$3,500.00 in cash will be distributed. If you 
want to share in the cash to be distributed, 
fill out and mail in the coupon below. 

Mr. L. E. Wilferd, 

Dept. 3887, 315 8. Peoria St., 

Chicago, Il. 

I wish to share in your present Cash Dis- 
tribution Plan without any cost or obliga- 
tion to me now or later. 
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had stood the statuette of Kali. “When he 
wasn’t carrying it around in his vest 
por ket !” 


| Jerningham got to his feet with lively in- 
terest 

“So that’s a safe. I thought it was just 
a rather heavy cabinet. Let’s have a look.’ 

He opened the walnut doors and they re- 
vealed the very businesslike front of a small 
| steel safe, around which the cabinet had 
| evidently been designed. It was quite or- 
dinary, except that the dial bore letters in- 
stead of the more usual of figures. 
Jerningham was greatly interested 
| “I'd give a lot to see the inside of 
| thing, ” he said. “Does anybody have 
‘I doubt it,” 
might, but more likely 
himself.” 

At Jerningham’s insistence, David called 
up the residence of Malachi’s lawyer and 
routed him out of a dinner party—only to 
tell us that he knew nothing whatever about 
the combination 

“Ask him if he has a will in his keeping,” 
Jerningham suggested. 

David complied. 

The tiny far away voice from the receiver 
crackled so distinctly that we all could 
he 

No, Mr. Trent,” 
| ne ledge goes, your 
made a will.” 

“It’s no use 
this hour,” David said, 
| receiver. “Wonder it 
anything about it.” 

He called the Hindu, who 
passively to David's explanation, 
claimed all knowledge. 


set 


this 
the 


Ryker replied. “His lawyer 
Malachi kept it to 


“So far as my 
never 


it said 
grandiather 


trying to get an expert at 
as he hung up the 
Ram Singh knows 


listened im- 
and dis- 


| J AST of all, he sent Ram Singh to sum- 
mon Linda, and when she came, put the 


same question to her. She did not seem to 


find the inquiry strange. 
“I’m afraid I don’t know anything that 
| would help,” she said, “except—I hap- 


pened to be in the room here once when he 


| was changing the combination, and I 
noticed that he glanced at the calendar 
| first. You might get a lead from that.” 


| Jerningham regarded her with extreme in- 

| terest. 

“What would you suggest?” he asked. 
“Why,” she answered diffidently, “I just 

wondered if perhaps he chose a day of the 


week or month for his combination. You 
could try all the days and see if any of 
them work. S-U-N-D and M-O-N-D and 
so forth. Or F-I-R-S and S-E-C-O and 
so on.” 

‘Good girl,” cried Jerningham, and was 
down on his knees before the safe ‘in a 


twinkling to put her advice to the test. 

For several minutes he spun the dial pa- 
tiently this way and that, without result. 
He used up the days of the week and 
started on the numerals. It was not till he 

| came to E-I-G-H that the tumblers clicked 
| into place and the safe door swung open in 
| answer to his hand upon the knob. 

“Just a minute,” 


Nilsson said. “Before 
| you touch anything. I want to take a look. 
Hold the lamp for me, will you? With 


the light slanting, like that.” 

The only clear fingerprints that he found 
were some old ones on the black japanned 
document boxes in the bottom of the safe, 
and a fresh one, that made him exclaim with 
| satisfaction, on the outer face of one of the 
two small drawers the safe contained. The 
document boxes and the little drawer he re- 
moved from the safe with great care. 

“Probably all these prints are Malachi’s,” 
he declared, “but just the same I want to 
verify them. All right, Jerningham, now 
you can go ahead.” 

But Jerningham was maddeningly slow to 
| set down the lamp and proceed. I was more 
eager than I cared to admit for a sight of 
the great ruby, and I had been studying the 


contents of the safe with a speculative eye. 


“What did he keep the ‘Wrath of Kali’ 
in?” I asked Ryker hopefully. 

“A black velvet case,” Ryker said. 
seen it a number of times.” 


“T've 


HE object that had caught my eye was a 
chunky little black plush case about 
four inches wide, wedged snugly into one 
of the pigeonholes. So when Jerningham 
was so slow to take advantage of it, I 
dropped to one knee before the safe and 
thrust my right hand into that pigeonhole 
to draw the treasure forth 
A stabbing, stinging pain in the palm of 
my hand halted me. Startled, I drew back, 
looked at my palm, stared in unbelief. An 
arrowhead—a bamboo arrowhead—had half 
buried itself in the flesh at the base of my 
thumb. 
I stood staring at it stupidly enough. But 


one glance at my hand was enough for 
Linda. 

“Oh! Oh!” she cried. “Pull it out— 
quickly! It’s one of the poisoned arrows!” 


And then, in a voice of urgent command, 
she called: 

“Ram Singh!” 

My memory of what came next is blurred. 
Jerningham plucked the razor-sharp bit of 
bamboo from its deep bed in my palm. 
Linda gripped my wrist in a viselike clasp 
that numbed my hand even before I had 
time to wonder at its strength. Ram Singh’s 
white-robed figure loomed beside me. 

“Let it bleed, sahib. And come quickly.” 

Jerningham’s arm around me, guiding me 
down the long hall. And after that, the 
healing sting of cold water, gallons of it, 
floods of it, running from the tap into the 
wound and out again. 

“It is enough,” Ram Singh said at length, 
and his brown fingers closed around my 
wrist with a grip that stopped the bleeding 
as by magic. “Bandages now, and rest, 
and a doctor to make stitches—and there 
will be no great evil to come of it.” 

“How did you know what to do?” I 
asked. 

“It is bish,” he answered briefly. “Singyia- 
bis they call it in Hindustani. All the hill 
people of Assam use it, and there is no 
remedy but much washing—and much 
swiftness.” 

In that he spoke the truth. I felt a great 
weakness, some headache, and an _ odd 
trouble with my breath, but these things 
passed. And even at their worst, they were 
not so burdensome as to distract my fasci- 


nated attention from the procession of events. 


NDEED, when Jerningham presently left 

me in Linda’s hands to be bandaged 
while he telephoned Dr. Lampton, I was 
well enough to feel a childish pang of dis- 
appointment at the thought that he and the 
others would open the case and have their 
first glimpse of the “Wrath of Kali” in my 
absence. But though it was some minutes 
before I returned, a trifle unsteadily, to the 
library, I found the black velvet case still 
in the safe, untouched. 

“We waited for you,” Jerningham ex- 
plained. “Seeing that you suffered the jab 
destined for the fellow who went after the 
case, we thought you’d earned the right to 
open it.” 

“We've been figuring out how it hap- 
pened,” Nilsson added. “Pleasant little de- 
vice of Malachi’s, wasn’t it ?” 

He showed me the vicious little bamboo 
arrowhead, swallow-tailed in shape, grooved 
to hold the poison more generously, and so 
fitted to its shaft as to pull loose imme- 
diately upon striking and stay imbedded in 
the wound. 


UT I was more interested in Malachi's 
treasure than in the device he had used 
to guard it. Jerningham drew out the 
black velvet case and set it before me on 
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the desk, and they all crowded around my 
chair while I fumbled awkwardly at the 
catch with my left hand. I mastered it at 
last and raised the lid. 

The case was empty! 

“It looks,” said Nilsson dryly, “as though 
there might be something to be learned 
from those fingerprints after all. We'll stop 
right here and find out.” 

“Haven't the equipment for taking finger- 
prints, have you?” Jerningham asked. 

“Enough for this purpose,” Nilsson said. 
“Ordinary thin tumblers will do. Bring us 
five, Ram Singh—clean ones—and a fresh 
towel, and tell Mrs. Ketchum we want her 
here.” 

It was just as Ram Singh was starting 
on this errand that Dr. Lampton arrived. 
The plump, gray-haired little doctor was as 
kindly and sympathetic over my injury as 
he had been over Malachi’s death, but we 
did not entrust him with very much of the 
truth. We told him I had cut myself by 
accident on a poisoned arrow which had 
been sticking over the edge of the mantel 
shelf. And we described Ram _  Singh’s 
emergency treatment, which he thoroughly 
approved. 

“But I don’t recommend poisoned arrows 
as household ornaments,” he observed in 
mild censure, as he put the necessary stitches 
in my palm. 

We heard in the hall outside a pleasantly 
convivial sound, the light chink of glass 
against glass, as Ram Singh appeared in 
the doorway with a tray. Dr. Lampton 
looked up expectantly. His mouth remained 
slightly open at sight of the tray’s contents. 
Five water glasses, polished and gleaming 
—and empty. Ram.-Singh set down the tray. 
After a moment of puzzled silence, the lit- 
tle doctor rose to go. He was still friendly, 
but there was a cloud of bewilderment upon 
his open countenance. 


S SOON as he had gone, Nilsson took 

command. David, following his instruc- 
tions, implanted a full set of finger and 
thumb prints on a freshly polished glass, 
which Nilsson marked by wedging flat in 
the bottom of it a folded sheet of paper 
bearing David’s name. Linda, Ram Singh, 
and Mrs. Ketchem, in turn, contributed 
their fingerprints and saw them similarly 
marked. At the end there was one glass 
left. Nilsson picked it up and left the 
room. He came back in a few moments, 
marked it, and set it with the others. 

“Malachi’s,” he said briefly, and for no 
reason at all a chill went down my spine. 

“Now comes the tedious part,” Nilsson 
proceeded. “Mac, you'd better lie down 
over there on the davenport till we finish. 
You’re looking a bit dragged out. Jerning- 
ham, you help me on this. You compare 
the thumb print on that drawer with each 
set of prints in turn, and I'll do the same 
for some of the prints on this document 
box. Then we'll verify each other's find- 
ings before we look at the names at all.” 

I followed Nilsson’s advice and lay down, 
while the two men pored over their tasks. 

‘Got it,” Jerningham said at last. 

“So have I,” Nilsson answered. “Check 
me up.” 


HEY exchanged places, and each con- 
firmed the other. I sat up and looked. 
Three of the glasses stood in a row, rejected. 
The fourth stood by the document box, the 
fifth by the little drawer from the safe. 
Nilsson drew out the sheet of paper from the 
fourth glass. 
“The prints on the document box,” he 
said, “were made by Malachi.” 
We waited, breathless. Nilsson drew out 
the paper from the fifth glass. 
“And the print on the drawer—by Linda.” 
I looked at Linda. She was standing very 
straight, a hectic spot of color in each cheek. 
“Yes,” she said. “You'll get the truth in 
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the end. You might as well have it now.” 

She drew a long breath before she spoke. 

“I took the ‘Wrath of Kali’,’ she said. 
“And I killed Mr. Trent.” 

Silence. Then David's anguished voice. 

“Don’t say it! Don’t say it! Oh, Linda!” 

“Oh, but I’ve got to say it,” she cried. “I 
can’t keep still any longer. I’ve got to—talk.” 

“But whatever you say,” David protested 
wretchedly, “they'll use against you. Nils- 
son’s from the Philadelphia police. He 
thinks it’s his duty.” 

“I don’t care,” she answered. 

I looked at Jerningham. There was sharp 
anxiety in the little frown between his 
brows. He glanced around the room, from 
one tense face to another. 

“You shall talk all you like,” he told her 
gently. “But there are too many of us here 
for you to talk to all at once. Will you say 
what you want to say, just to Nilsson and 
Mac and me?” 

“Yes,” she said, “you three.” 

Jerningham swept the others from the 
room. Ram Singh and Mrs. Ketchem went 
at once, Ryker under worried protest, David 
belligerently adjuring Linda not to talk. 
Jerningham shut the door decisively behind 
them 

“I suppose you know,” she said abruptly, 
“why I want to talk.” 

“I think so,” he answered. 

“T listened this afternoon,” she went on, 
“behind the curtains in the library.” 

My heart warmed to her frankness. For 
ali she knew, she needn’t have told us that. 

“And I can’t let David confess to some- 
thing I did myself.” 

“Quite right,” Jerningham assented. 

“So I'd like to tell you all about it.” 

“We'd like to hear,” he agreed. 

“And when I get through,” she prophesied, 
“you'll ask me to prove my story by tell- 
ing you what was in that will.” 

“Right,” he said. 

“So I propose to tell you now and have 
it over with.” 

Jerningham stopped smoking and leaned 
forward. 

“He left all his property,” she said slowly, 
“to a private hospital for the hopelessly in- 
szne, on condition——” 

She drew a long shivering breath. 

“On condition that they should keep me 
in custody for the rest of my life.” 


aes a moment I did not grasp it. Then 
the sheer horror of the thing smote me. 

“Wasn't that it?” she challenged, her voice 
unsteady. “Tell them!” 

“That was it,” Jerningham answered be- 
neath his breath. “The gift was conditional 
upon their continuing to take care of you 
in the asylum.” 

“But I don’t understand,” I cried. “An 
institution can’t just reach out and take 
custody of a person! It’s preposterous.” 

Linda shivered again. 

“They can reach out and take me,” she 
said, “any time, anywhere. Because as 

She stopped for an instant, her eyes dark 
with some nameless memory. 

“Because I’ve been there once before. I’m 
only out on ‘leave of absence,’ and the super- 
intendent can order me back at any time. 
All they need—all they need is a motive— 
and I'll spend the rest of my life between 
their walls.” 

“I can't believe it!” I cried, in futile 
protest against the unendurable. 

“It’s true, though,” Jerningham said 
quietly. “I found that out too this afternoon.” 

“But why were you—” I couldn't say it. 

“Why was I committed in the first place?” 
Linda asked. “Because he thought it would 
break me—and it did. I was fifteen, and I 
was there for six months while he was in 
India. I would have killed myself, but he 
had told them I had a suicidal mania, and 
they gave me no chance.” 

She fell silent, her eyes brooding. 
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“When he came back,” she said 
“he got me paroled in his custody 
the first time I disobeyed him, 
would send me back for good For 
years I've had to heel at his lightest 
like a whipped dog.” 

Her eyes grew stormy, her voice passion- 
ate 

“You don’t know—you can’t imagine what 
that meant. When he discovered how ab- 
ject I was, he amused himself inventing ways 
to torture me, thinking up things to make 
me do—humiliating things, impossible things 
Once he filled two suitcases with books and 
ordered me to carry the pair of them up- 
stairs. I couldn’t. I couldn’t even lift them 
both at once. He said I was disobedient 
and he would send me back. I was sure he 
was simply looking for an excuse, and I 
tried till I dropped. Ii it hadn't been for 
Ram Singh—that would have been the end. 
He got me out of it somehow. I think he 
has saved me more than once.” 

“And you didn’t run away?” 
veled. 

“I told you I used to—as a child,” she 
answered, and her face was suddenly wist- 
ful. “I used to do all sorts of valiant, fool- 
ish things. I knew from the start that he 
wanted to break my courage—because my 
mother had flouted him, I suppose. And 
I was so afraid of being afraid that I had 
to keep proving I wasn’t. Can you under- 
stand that?” 

“I've been there myself,” said Jerningham 
shortly. “Belleau Wood, 1918.” 

“Ah, but you could fight,” she said. “And 
there wasn’t anything real that I could do. 
Just useless little gestures of defiance. Like 
refusing to apologize when I wasn’t in the 


mar- 


wrong. And telling him the truth about 
himself, when he demanded what I was 
thinking. And running away—when I 


hadn’t a penny and didn’t know a soul and 
wherever I 


my queer clothes marked me 
went. I was always caught inside the first 
five miles. And every time I tried it, it 


made things worse.’ 

She looked up wonderingly. 

“Wouldn’t you think, since he hated me 
so, he’d have been glad to be rid of me? 
3ut it didn’t work that way. I seemed to 
be one of his chief interests in life. When 
he was going to India, he tried to make me 
swear I wouldn’t run away in his absence. 
I swore instead that I'd get free some day, 
if I died in the attempt. So he put me in 
the ‘hospital.’ ‘Hospital!’” Her voice 
shook on the word. “It was blasphemy to 
name it so!” 


HE shifted restlessly in the great chair. 


“IT never ran away after that. I never 
dared. I stayed, and obeyed him, and 
prayed for his death every night on my 


knees Though sometimes I wondered 
whether even his death would set me free. 
He took an uncanny pleasure in talking 


| about what would happen when he died, and 


the power a man could wield over other 
people’s lives by the kind of will he left. He 
thought about it a lot. Once he asked me 
how I'd like to be his heir. I knew it was 
a trap, and didn’t answer, and he laughed.” 

Jerningham’s eyes narrowed. 

“Did he say anything else about that?” he 
asked. “Can you remember? Give us the 
exact words if you can.” 

She gave us more than the words. 

Her face drew into a gaunt grimace. And 
her voice, grown suddenly rusty, sneering, 
evil with malice, set the old man all too 
vividly before us. 

“‘Overcome with gratitude, are you? 
You needn't be. There will be a condition 
—a very—clever—condition. You'll pay for 
all you get—for as long as you have it!’ ” 

She shivered 

“That was all,” she said. “He never ex- 
plained, and I never knew whether he made 
such a will or not. But I used to lie awake 


at night and remember the way he laughed, 
and resolve that I’d never take a penny of 
his, no matter how innocent the conditions 
of his will might seem.” 

“How long ago was that?” 
asked. 

“Some time last spring about—six months 
ago. 


Jerningham 


HE fell silent, as though the urge to talk 
had spent itself. Jerningham waited a 
few moments, then prompted her gently. 


“Go on and tell us the rest of it. What 
happened last night?” 
“It didn’t start last night. It started 


Saturday afternoon. I disobeyed him. He 
shut me in my room, and I thought the end 
had come. But later in the afternoon he 
told me Mr. Ryker had interceded for me, 
and I was to have two days to reconsider, 
under lock and key. _I didn’t sleep that night. 
I couldn’t give in. And I couldn’t go back 


to the ‘hospital.’ And I couldn’t escape, 
except by walking the ledge to Mrs. 
Ketchem’s windows. That ledge is only 


three inches wide and there aren't any hand- 
holds—and every time I looked at it I went 
cold all over. 

“So one of my days of grace dragged by. 
Then Sunday afternoon, just before supper, 
he came up to my room in his blackest 
mood. He wasn’t going to wait any longer. 
Would I obey him or wouldnt I? I 
wouldn't. So he said he’d telephone the 
‘hospital’ to send for me at once. And he 
would write a new will that would keep 
them from ever letting me out again. 


” HAT settled it. The minute he was 
gone, I climbed out of the window and 
walked the ledge. And I made it, though 
by the time I crawled in Mrs. Ketchem’s 
window I was limp as a kitten. I figured I 
had about half an hour to myself, before 
supper would be over. It wasn’t just a 
question of getting out of the house. I had 
to have money, too, and the only hope of 
that was to open the safe. He usually kept 
gold pieces in there to pay Ram Singh.” 

She smiled a rueful little smile. 

“You know what sort of job the safe was. 
I took a minute to fish my locket out of the 
ashes on the hearth, and then I tackled the 
dials. I had to work out the combination 
just as you did this evening, by trial and 
error, and it took a fatally long time. And 
when I got it open there wasn’t any money 
there at all. 

“In desperation I took the Wrath of Kali 
—and then I heard footsteps, and hid be- 
cause there wasn’t time to get away. There 
wasn’t even time to take the revolver from 
the desk drawer, as I had planned.” 

Jerningham’s fingers tightened about his 
pipe. 

“So you had decided—then—to kill him if 
you had to?” 

She shook her head. 

“No, I had only decided that I wouldn't 
—be sent to that place—alive.” 


HE fell silent again, brooding, and Jern- 

ingham had to rouse her. 

“So you hid behind the curtains on the 
window seat at the side of the room?” 

“Yes, and for a while I was scared, but 
he didn’t seem to suspect anything, so I 
settled down to wait till he should go away. 
And then a 

She stopped, with a little troubled frown. 

“And then you fainted?” he asked. 

“I don’t know whether it was a faint,” 
she answered. “I sat there for a long time, 
fighting to keep hold of my senses. One 
minute my head would be clear enough, and 
the next, things would begin to get blurred 
and I would be thinking solemnly about the 
wildest absurdities—like the importance of 
exploding three toy balloons at exactly nine 
o'clock, especially the one named Lady 
Hamilton.” 
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| his. I was still dazed. I couldn’t think of 
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| There was no humor in her voice. In- 
stead I caught a note of appeal that puzzled 
me. 
“I could wrench myself out of it,” she 
went on, “but in another minute the blur 


out in — and things went blank com- 
pletely. I don’t know whether that’s faint- 
ing. Is it?” 

Jerningham’s reply was _ conspicuously 
matter- of-fact. 

“Doesn't sound like it to me,” he said. “I | 
think you were fighting sleep—and lost. The 
same thing has happened to me when I’ve 
worked all night rewriting a scene for next 
| day’s rehearsal.” 

A look of passionate relief flashed across 
her face. 

“T suppose it might have been sleep,” she | 
admitted. “I hadn’t slept at all the night 
before. When I awoke— 

She forced herself to go on. 


ie SAW him standing over me,” she said, 
“laughing in that horrible silent way of 


anything to say or do. He said that I had 
come very opportunely, that he would like 
me to hear the will which he had just fin- 
ished. He went back to his desk and read 
the will aloud, and showed me what it 
would mean. And still I couldn’t think of 
anything to do.” 

She drew a deep breath. 

“Then he reached for the telephone book 
to call the ‘hospital.’ And I hadn’t any way 
to defend myself. I couldn’t stand that. I 
started blindly for the door. And then I 
saw the little statue of Kali. I picked it 
up and held it upside down, and it balanced 
in my hand like a hammer.” 

The last vestige of color had left her face. 

“Then I thought of something to do. I 
killed him.” 


Qouenow that simple statement shook 
me to the bottom of my heart. We 
knew the fact already, but to hear it so, 
from her lips, in that lifeless, colorless Uittle | 
voice 

“After that I thought of lots of things to 
do,” she went on. “Almost as though some- 
body else were standing there telling me 
what to do next. I could see that the blow 
might just as well have been from a fall, so 
I arranged the fall. And I burned the will 
and dusted the things that I thought might | 
betray me and burned the handkerchief I | 
dusted them with. And then I tipped over | 
the clock and stood back and screamed. And | 
David broke down the door. Poor David!” 

“Poor David,” Jerningham agreed. “He | 
wanted so much to spare you.” 

“He was too kind,” she said. “But it 
wouldn’t have spared me anything to have 
somebody else suffer for my crime.” 

“He thought you need never know it was 
yours,” Jerningham reminded her. “He 
thought you couldn't remember—that the 
shock had wiped out your memory of it.” 

She looked up in startled dismay. 

“But, of course, I remember.” 

“Of course,” he assented. “Tell me about 
the ‘Wrath of Kali.’ What did you do with 
it?” 

“T took it along with me when Mr. Ryker 
sent me up to bed in Mrs. Ketchem’s care.” 

“Where is it now?” 

“Hidden,” she said laconically. 
was coming back into her cheeks. 

“You ought to bring it back at once, of 
course,” he commented. 

“T don’t know,” she said, calmly. “Whose 
ruby is it now?” 

“David's, unless we find a will.” 

“Then I'll let it stay hidden,” she declared. 
“Ram Singh says it’s accursed, that it brings 
evil to whoever holds it. After what David 
tried to do for me, I’m not going to turn 
any bad luck over to him, even if it’s legally 
his.” 
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SMART SET—ADVERTISING SECTION 


Jerningham eyed her very thoughttully 

“Do you know,” he said, “that sounds to 
me as though you couldn't remember what 
you did with it.” 


| She caught her breath 
“Very well,” she said quietly, after a mo- 
ment. “I'll bring it down. But it really is 


accursed, even though you don’t believe it.” 
HE went swiftly and returned swiftly, 
and before we knew it she had dropped 
the stone that was worth a king’s ransom 
casually into the palm of Jerningham’s hand 
It was a breath-taking thing, a huge stone 
that glowed and flamed as though it were 
itself a living source of light, glorious with 
the richest tints of the hearts’ blood that 
had been spilled for its possession. But it 
moved in me not the slightest impulse of 
covetousness. It was too incredibly beauti- 
ful, too priceless, too unholy. The wound 
in my hand throbbed with the memory and 
the premonition of evil 
“Put it back, Jerningham,” I 
denly. “The thing is accursed 
away.” 
I could see in his grave face that he shared 


said, sud- 
Put it 


my feeling. He rose without a word, re- 
stored the “Wrath of Kali” to its empty case 
and the case in turn to its pigeonhole in 
the safe 


“I'll have to change this combination,” he 
|said. “Everybody in the house knows the 
lold one now. Nilsson, come over here and 
give me the benefit of your professional ex- 
perience with safes!” 

The two men bent over the 
for a few minutes, examining, arguing, ex- 
perimenting, till they could agree as to how 
the thing was done. From that point, Jern- 
ingham elected to proceed alone 

“Let me pick my new combination and 
set it up myself,” he urged Nilsson 


task together 


TILSSON complied. Jerningham worked 

for a couple of minutes longer, then 
closed the safe, twiddled the dials and an- 
nounced himself satisfied 

“By the way,” he asked Linda, as he came 
back to his seat beside me on the davenport 
'and relit his pipe for the third time, “when 
} you took the ‘Wrath of Kali’ out of the safe, 
| did you see anything of any poisoned arrow ?” 

“There wasn’t any,” Linda said positively. 
| “If there had been, it would have kept the 
| case from sliding back in when I replaced 
| it.” 

“Then Malachi must have put the arrow 
| there while you were hiding on the window 
seat,” Jerningham mused. “That was his 
only chance. Did you see him at the safe?” 

“No, but most of the time I wasn't 
watching 
|; “Have you any theory as to why 
it at just that time?” 
| “Not unless I left the door of the safe 
ajar, so that it aroused his suspicions. But 
jno! In that case, he’d have looked to see 
|if the ‘Wrath of Kali’ were still there. I 
give it up!” 

Her tone had become completely natural. 
And Jerningham’s manner had been so casual 
in that last interchange, that I too had re- 


he did 


(To Be 


laxed, and I was utterly unprepared for his 
next move. 


“Tell me,” he said to her. “Do you 
happen to have a skeleton key?” 

“A skeleton key?” she repeated, wonder- 
ingly. “No. Why?” 

He puffed furiously at his pipe for a 
moment. 

“I just wondered,” he said at last, 


“whether that was the way you managed to 
open the locked door of the library.” 
She was still puzzled. 
“The door of the 
“When do you mean?” 
He put aside his pipe and leaned forward. 
“Between two and three o’clock this morn- 
ing,” he said. 


library ?”’ she said. 


HE made no answer. Slowly the blood 
drained from her face, leaving a deathly 
pallor. Her eyes widened with horror. 

I watched her, not understanding, but 
sick at heart. I thought she had told us 
all her tale, and dreadful as it was, pitiful 
as it was, it had been bearable because her 
courage made it so. But what now looked 


out of her eyes was stark terror. 

“I didn’t! I didn’t! I didn’t!” she 
whispered. “I never left my room.” 

“Then I must have been mistaken,” he 
said quietly. 

She drew an unsteady breath, and the 
fear gradually left her face 

“It’s just that I’m jumpy,” she said. “This 


hasn't been—exactly but I had to go 
through with it.” 


She searched our faces. 


easy, 


“Before I leave you,” she said, “will you 
tell me what you're going to do?” 

We both looked at Nilsson. He met her 
eyes squarely. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “When I said, this 
afternoon, that you'd have to stand trial, I 
meant it. I can’t go back on that. Only 
—you don’t need to be afraid. With a 


history like yours, and the testimony you can 
truthfully give about your confused state 
just before the murder, any jury in the coun- 
try would acquit you.” 

“Just what are you suggesting?” 
steadily. 

Nilsson flushed. 
him. 

“A plea of ‘Not Guilty’, 
“with an insanity defense.” 

She came to her feet in one lovely flash- 
ing movement. 

“Not in a thousand years,” she told him, 
with a sort of fierce steadiness. “If I have 
to go to trial, there'll be no defense except 
provocation.” 

She checked his half-uttered protest with 
an imperious gesture. 

“It lies in your hands,” she said, straight- 
lipped, “‘whether I go to trial or not. But 
while you decide, remember this one thing—” 

Her voice rang with passionate resolve. 

“T’ll die in the chair for murder,” she said, 
“before I'll plead insanity 

She waited for an answer. 
no answer. 

“Good night,” she said. 

And she was gone. 


she asked 
It was a strange role for 


” 


he said bluntly, 


in defense.” 
There was 
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